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*' It is for stares to lie, and for freemen to speak truth. 

<nn the examples, which I here bring in, of what I hare heard, i*ead, 
done, or said, I have forbid myself to dare to alter even the most liglii 
and indifferent circamstances. My conscieoce does not falsify one tittle. 
What my ignorance may do, I cannot say." Montaignb. 
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LORD BYRON 



A'Sry SOME OF 



HIS CONTEMPORARIES. 



MR. DUBOIS.— MR. CAMPBELL. — MI;. THEODORE 
HOOK. — MR. MATHEWS. — MESSRS. JAMES AND 
HORACE SMITH. 

I FORGET how I became acquainted with 
Mr. Hill, proprietor of the Monthly Mirror; 
but at his house at Sydenham I used to meet 
his editor Mr. Dubois ; Mr. Campbell, who 
was his neighbour; and the two Smiths, au« 
thors of " The Rejected Addresses.'' Once or 
twice I saw also Mr. Theodore Hook, and 
Mr. Mathews the. comedian. Our host (and I 
thought him no older the other day than he 
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2 MR. DUBOIS. 

was then) was a jovial bachelor, plump and 
rosy as an abbot; and no abbot could have 
presided over a more festive Sunday. The 
wine flowed merrily and long ; the discourse 
kept pace with it ; and next morning, in re- 
turning to town, we felt ourselves very thirsty. 
A pump by the road side, with a plash round 
it, was a bewitching sight. 

Dubois was one of those wits, who, like the 
celebrated Eachard, have no faculty of gravity. 
His handsome hawk's-eyes looked blank at a 
speculation ; but set a joke or a piece of raillery 
in motion, and they sparkled with wit and 
malice. Nothing coidd be more trite or com- 
monplace than his serious observations. Acqui- 
escences they should rather have been called ; 
for he seldom ventiu"ed upon a gravity, but in 
echo of another's remark. If he did, it was in 
defence of (»*thodoxy ; of which he was a great 
advocate. But his quips and cranks were in- 
finite. He was also an excellent scholar. He, 
Dr. King, and Eachard, would have made a 
capital trio over a table, for scholarship, mirth, 
drinking, and religion. He was intimate with 
Sir Philip Francis, and gave the public a new 
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edition of the Horace of Sir Philip's father. 
The literary world knew him well also as 
the writer of a popular novel in the genuine 
Fielding manner^ entitled Old Nich Mr. Du<- 
bois held his editorship of the Monthly Mirror 
very cheap. He amused himself with writing 
notes on Athenasus, and was a lively critic on 
the theatres ; but half the jokes in his Maga* 
zine were written for his friends, and must 
have mystified the uninitiated. His notices 
to correspondents were often made up of this 
bye-play ; and made his friends laugh, in pro- 
portion to their obscurity to every one else. 
When I use the past tense in writing these 
sketches, it is because I speak of past times. 
Mr. Dubois \^ living still, to scatter his ano^ 
nymous pleasantries ; and if my eyes did not 
deceive me the other day, when I met him, 
he affords another instance of the juvenility 
of the social. If the bottle does not stand with 
him, time does : but then, I remember, he was 
festive in good taste ; no gourmand ; ^nd had 
a strong head withal. I do not know whether 
such men ever last as long as the unsophisti- 
cate ; but they certainly last &s ' long, and look 
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'4 MB. CAMPBELL. 

a great deal younger, than the carking and 
severe. Long may my old acquaintance last, to 
prove the superiority of a lively mixture of the 

i 

good and ill of this life, over a sulky one ! and 
if the gout must come after all, may he be as 
learned and pleasant over it, as his friendLucian ! 
They who know Mr. Campbell only as the 
author of " Gertrude of Wyoming," and the 
" Pleasures of Hope," would not suspect him 
to be a merry companion, overflowing with hu- 
mour and anecdote, and any thing but fastidious. 
These Scotch poets have always something 
in reserve. It is the only point in which the 
major part of them resemble their countrymen. 
The mistaken character which the lady formed 
of Thomson from his " Seasons," is well known. 
He let part of the secret out in his " Castle of 
Jndolence ;" and the more he let out, the more 
honour it did to the simplicity and cordiality 
of the poet's nature, though not always to the 
elegance of it. Allan Ramsay knew his friends 
Gay and Somerville as well in their writings, 
as he did when he came to be personally ac- 
quainted with them ; but Allan, who had 
bustled up from a barber's shop into a book- 
seller's, was " a cunning shaver ;'* and nobody 
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would have guessed the author of the " Gentle 
Shepherd" to be penurious. Let none suppose 
that any insinuation to that effect is intended 
against Mr. Campbell. He is one of the few 
men whom I could at any time walk half-^u, 
doz^i miles through' tlie snow to spend an 
afternoon with ; and I could no more do this 
with a penurious man, than I could with a 
sulky one. I know but of one fault he has, 
besides an extreme cautiousness in his writings ; 
and that one is national, a matter of words, 
and amply overpaid by a stream of conversa^ 
tion, lively, piquant, and liberal, not the less in- 
teresting for occasionally betraying an intimacy 
with pain, and for a high and somewhat strain- 
ed tone of voice, like a man speakmg with 
suspended breath, and in the habit of subduing 
his feelings. No man, I should guess, feels 
more kindly towards his fellow-creatures, or 
takes less credit for it. When he indulges in 
doubt and sarcasm, and speaks contemptuously 
of things in general, he does it, partly, no 
doubt, out of actual dissatisfaction, but more 
perhaps than he suspects, out of a fear of being 
thought weak and sensitive ; which is a blind 
that the best men very commonly practise^ 
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Mr. Campbell professes to be hopeless and sar- 
eastic, and takes pains idl the while to set up 
an university. 

When I first saw' this eminent person, he 
gave me the idea of a French Virgil. Not 
that he is like a Frenchman, much less the 
French translator of Virgil. I found him as 
handsome, as the Abbd Delille is said to have 
been ugly. But he seemed to me to embody a 
Frenchman's ideal notion of the Latin poet; 
something a little more cut and dry than I had 
looked for ; compact and elegant, critical and 
acute, with a consciousness of authorship upon 
him ; a taste over-anxious not to commit itself, 
and refinmg and diminishing nature as in a 
drawing-room mirror. This fancy was strength- 
ened in the course of conversation, by his ex- 
patiating on the greatness of Racine. I think 
he had a volume of the French Tragedian in 
his hand. His skull was sharply cut and fine ; 
with plenty, according to the phrenologists, 
both of the reflective and amative organs : and 
his poetry will bear them out. For a lettered 
solitude, and a bridal properly got up, both 
according to law and luxury, commend us to 



ItfB.. CAMPBELL. 7 

the lovely " Gertrude of Wyoming." Hii 
face and person were rather on a small scale ; 
his features regular; his eye lively and pene? 
teating; and when he spoke, dimples played 
about his mouth, which nevertheless had somen 
thing restrained and close in it. Some gentle 
puritan seemed to have crossed the breed, and 
to have left a stamp on his face^ such as we 
often see in the female Scotch face rather than 
the male. But he appeared not at all grateful 
for this ; and when his critiques and his Vir- 
gilianism were over, very unlike a puritan he 
talked ! He seemed to spite his restrictions ; 
and, out of the natural largeness of his sympa- 
thy with things high and low, to break at once 
out of Dehlle's Virgil into Cotton's, like a boy 
let loose from school. When I have the plea- 
sure of hearing him now, I forget his Virgilian- 
isms, and think only of the delightful com- 
panion, the unaffected philanthropist, and the 
creator of a beauty worth all the heroines in 

Racine. 

Mr. Campbell has tisted pretty sharply of 
the good and iQ of the present state of society, 
and, for a book-man, has beheld strange sights. 
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He witnessed a battle in Geimany from the 
top of a convent (on which battle he has writ- 
ten a noble ode); and he saw the French 
cavalry enter a town, wiping their bloody 
swords on the horses' manes. Not long ago 
he was in Gtermany again, I believe to pur- 
chase books ; for in addition to his classical 
scholarship, and his other languages, he is a 
reader of German. The readers there, among 
whom he is popular, both for his poetry and 
his love of freedom, crowded about him with 
aifectionate zeal ; and they gave him, what 
he does not dislike, a good dinner. There is 
one of our writers who. has more fame than 
he; but not one who enjoys a fame equally 
wide, and without drawback. Like many of 
the great men in Germany, Schiller, Wieland, 
and others, he has not scrupled to become 
editor of a magazine ; and * his name alone has • 
given it among all circles a recommendation 
of the greatest value, and such as makes it a 
grace to write under him. 

I remember, one day at Sydenham, Mr. 
Theodore Hook came in unexpectedly to din- 
ner, and amused us very much with his talent 
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at extempore verse. He was thai a youth,, 
tall, dark, and of a g6od person, with small 
eyes, and features more round than weak ; a 
face that had character and humour, but no 
refinement. His extempore ve^s were really 
surprising. It is easy enough to extemporize in 
Italian — one only wonders how, in a language 
in which every thing conspires to render verse- 
making easy and it is difficult to avoid rhym- 
ing, this talent should be so much cried up — 
but in English it is another matter. I know 
but of one other person besides Mr. Hook, who 
can extemporize in English; and he wants the 
power, perhaps the confidence, to do it in pub- 
lic. Of course, I speak of rhyming. Extem- 
pore blank verse, with a little practice, would 
be found as easy in English, as rhyming is in 
Italian. In Mr. Hook the faculty was very 
unequivocal. He could not have been aware 
of all the visitors, still less of the subject of 
conversation when he came in, and he talked 
his full share till called upon ; yet he ran his 
jokes and his verses upon us all in the easiest 
manner, saying something characteristic of 
every body, or avoiding it with a pun, and 
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introducing so agreeably a piece of village 
scandal upon which the party had been rally- 
ing Mr. Campbell, that the poet, though not 
unjealous of his dignity, was perhaps the most 
pleased of us all. Mr. Hook afterwards sat 
down to the piano-forte, and enlarging upon 
this subject, made an extempore parody of a 
modem opera, introducing sailors and their 
dap-traps, rustics, &c. and making the poet 
and his supposed flame the hero and heroine. 
He parodied music as well as words, giving us 
the most received cadences and flourishes, and 
calling to mind (not without some hazard to 
his filial duties) the commonplaces of the pas- 
toral songs and duetts of the last half-century ; 
so that if Mr. Dignum, the Damon of Vaux- 
hall, had been present, he would have doubted 
whether to take it as an affront or a compliment. 
I have since been unable to help wishing, 
perhaps not very wisely, that Mr. Campbell 
would be a little less careful and fastidious in 
what he did for the public ; for, after all, an 
author may reasonably be supposed to do best 
that which he is most inclined to do. It is our 
business to be grateful for what a poet sets 
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before us, rather ikan to be wishing that his 
peadies were nectarines, or his Falemian Cfaam^ 
pagne. Mr. Campbell, as an author, is all for 
r^raement and daitoicality, not however with- 
out a great deal of pathos and luxurious fancy* 
His merry Jongleur, Mr. Hook, has as little 
propensity, perhaps, as can be imagined, to 
any of these niceties: yet I confess, from the 
mere pleasure of the recollection of the even- 
ing I passed with him, I have been unable to 
repress a wish, as little wise as the other ; to 
wit, that he had stuck to his humours and 
farces, for which he had real talent, instead 
of writing politics. 

Among the visitors at Sydenham, was Mr. 
Mathews the comedian. I have had the plea- 
isure of seeing him there more than once, and 
of witnessing his imitations, which, admirable 
as they are on the stage, are still more so in 
a private room. Once and away his wife used 
to come with him, with her handsome eyes ; 
and charitably make tea for us. The other 
day I had the pleasure of seeing them at their 
own table; and I thought that while Time, 
with unusual courtesy, had spared the sweet 
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countenance 6f the one, he had given more 
force and interest to that of the other in the 
very ploughing of it up. Strong lines have 

been cut, and the face has stood them well. 

« 

I have seldom been more surprised than in 
coming close to Mr. Mathews on that occa- 
sion, and in seeing the bust that he has in his 
Gallery of his friend Mr. Liston. Some of 
these comic actors, like comic writers, are as 
unfarcical as can . be imagined in their interior. 
The taste for humour comes to them by the 
force of contrast. The last time I had seen 
Mr. Mathews, his face appeared to me insig- 
nificant to what it was then. On the former 
occasion, he looked like ah irritable in-door 
pet : on the latter, he seemed to have been 
grappling with the world, and to have got 
vigour by it. His face had looked out upon 
the Atlantic, and said to the old waves, " Buf- 
fet on; I have seen trouble as well as you." 
The paralytic affection, or whatever it was, 
that twisted his mouth when young, h^d forr 
merly appeared to be master of his face, and 
given it a character of indecision and alarm. 
It now seemed a minor thing ; a twist in a 
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piece of old oak. And what a bust was Mr. 
Listen's ! The mouth and chin, with the 
throat under . it, hung like an old bag ; but 
the upper part of the. head is as fine as pos- 
sible: there is a speculation, a look-out, and 
even an elevation of character in it, as unlike 
the Liston on the stage, as Lear is to King 
Pippin; One might imagine Laberius to have 
had such a face. 

The reasons why Mr. Mathews's imitations 
are still better in private than in public are, 
that he is more at his ease personally, niore 
secure of his audience, (*f fit though few"), and 
able to interest them with traits of private 
character, which could not be introduced on 
the stage. He gives, for instance, to persons 
who he thinks will take it rightly, a picture 
of the manners and conversation of Sir Walter 
Scott, highly creditable to that celebrated per- 
son, and calculated to add regard to admiration. 
His commonest imitations are not superficial. 
Something of the mind and character of the 
individual is always insinuated, often with a 
dramatic dressing, and plenty of sauce piquante. 
At Sydenham he used to give us a dialogue 
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among the actors, each of whom found fault 
with another for some defect or excess of his 
own, — Kemble objecting to sti^ess, Munden 
to grimace, and so on. . His representation of 
Indedon was extraordinary: his nose seemed 
actually to become aquiline. It is a pity I 
cannot put upon paper, as represented by Mr. 
Mathews, the singular gabblings of that actor, 
the lax and saQor-like twist of mind, with 
which every thing hung upon him; and his 
profane pieties in quoting the Bible ; for which, 
and swearing, he seemed to have an equal re- 
verence. He appeared to be charitable to 
every body but Mr. Braham. He would be 
described as sayitig to his friend Holman, for 
instance, " My dear George, don't be abusive, 
George; — don't insult, — don't be indecent, by 
G— d ! You should take the beam out of your 
own eye, — what the devil is it ? you know, 
in the Bible; something" (the a very broad) 
"about a beam, my dear George! and — and 
— and a mote : — ^you 11 find it any part of the 
Bible; yes, George, my dear boy, the Bible, 
by G— d ;" (and then with real fervour and re- 
verence) " the Holy Scripture, G — d d — ^me !" 



MR. MATHKWS. 13 

He swore es dreadfully as a devout knight- 
errant. Braham, whose trumpet blew down 
his. wooden walls, he coidd not endure. He 
is represented as saying one day, with a istrange 
mixture o£ imagination and matter-of-fact, that 
^^ he only wished hi^ beloved master, Mr. Jaek-» 
son, could come down from Heaven, aiid take 
the Exeter stage to London, to hear that d— 4 
Jew!" As Mr. Hook made his extempore 
verses on us, so Mr. Mathews one day gave 
an extempore imitation of us all round, with 
the exception of a fierce young critic, who 
happened to be present, and in whose appear^ 
ance and manner he pronounced that there was 
no handle for mimicry. This may have been 
intended as a politeness towards a comparative 
stranger, perhaps as a piece, of policy ; and the 
laughter was not missed by it. At all events, 
the critic was both good-humoured and self- 
satisfied enough to have borne the mimicry ; 
and no harm would have come of it. One 
morning, after sto^iing all night, I was get- 
ting up to breakfast, when I heard the noise of 
a little boy having his face washed. Our host 
was a merry bachelor, and to the rosiness of a 
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priest might, for aught I knew, have added the 
paternity; but I had never heard of it, and 
still less expected to find a child in his house. 
More obvious and obstreperous proofs, how- 
ever, of the existence of a boy . with a 
dirty face, could not ha¥e been met with. 
You heard the child crying and object- 
ing ; then the woman remonstrating ; then 
the cries of the child were snubbed and swal- 
lowed up in the hard towel; and at intervals 
out came his voice bubbling and deploring, and 
was again swallowed up. At breakfast, the 
child being pitied, 1 ventured to sp^ak about 
it, and was laughing and sympathizing in per- 
fect good faith, when Mr. Mathews came in, 
and I found that the little urchin was he. The 
same morning he gave us his immortal imita- 
tion of old Tate Wilkinson, patentee of the 
York Theatre. Tate had been a little too 
merry in his youth, and was very melancholy 
in old age. He had a wandering mind and a 
decrepid body ; and being manager of a the- 
atre, a husband, and a rat-catcher, he would 
speak, in his wanderings, " variety of wretch- 
edness/' He would interweave, for instance. 
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all at Once, the subjects of a new engagement 
at his theatre, the rats, a veal-pie, Garrick and 
Mrs. Siddons, and Mrs. Tate and the^ doctor. 
I do not pretend to give a specimen : Mr. Ma- 
thews alone can do it ; but one trait I recollect, 
descriptive of Tate himself, which will give a 
good notion of him. On coming into the 
room, Mr. Mathews assumed the old manager's 
appearance, and proceeded towards the window, 
to reconnoitre the state of the weather, which 
was a matter of great importance to him. His 
hat was like a hat worn the wrong way, side 
foremost, looking sadly crinkled and old; his 
mouth was desponding, his eye staring, and his 
whole aspect meagre, querulous, and prepared 
for objection. This miserable object, grunting 
and hobbling, and helping himself with any 
thing he can lay hold of as he goes, creeps 
up to the whidow ; and, giving a glance at 
the clouds, turns round with an ineffable look 
of despair and acquiescence, ejaculating ^' Uh 
Christr 

Of James Smith, a fabr, stout, fresh-coloured 
man with round features, I recollect little, 
except that he used to read to us trim verses, 
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with rhymes pat as butter. The best of his 
verses are in the Rejected A4dresses ; and 
they are excellent. Isaac Hawkins Browne 
with his Pipe of Tobacco, and all the rhym- 
ing jeux^esprit in all the Tracts, are extin- 
guished in the comparison ; not excepting the 
Probationary Odes. Mr. Fitzgerald finds him- 
self bankrupt in ifum sequiturs ; Crabbe knoweth 
not which is which, himself or his parodist ; and 
Lord B}rron confessed to me, that the sum- 
ming up of his philosophy, to wit, that 

" Nought is every thing, and every thing i& nought/' 

was very posing. Mr. Smith would some- 
times repeat after dinner, with his brother 
Horace, an imaginary dialogue, stuffed full of 
incongruities, that made us roll with laughter. 
His ordinary verse and prose are too full of 
the ridicule of city pretensions. To be su- 
perior to any thing, it should not always be 
running in one's head. 

His brother Horace was delicious. Lord 
Byron used to say, that this epithet should 
be applied only to eatables ; and that he won- 
dered a friend df his, who was critical in mat- 
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ters of eating, should use it in any other sense. 
I know not what the present usage may be 
in the circfes^ but classical authority is against 
his Lordship, from Cicero downwards; and 
I am content with the modem warrant of ano- 
ther noble wit, the famous Lord Peterborough, 
whoi, in his fine, open way, said of Fendon, 
that he was such a << delicious creature,** he 
was forced to get away from him, ^^eise he 
would have made him pious !" I grant there 
is something in the word delicious, which nacf 
be said to comprise a reference to every spe- 
cies of pleasant taste. It is at once a quintes- 
sence and a miscellany ; and a friend, to de- 
serve the epithet, ought to be capable of de- 
lighting us as much over our wine and fruit, 
as on graver occasions. . Fenelon himsdf could 
do this, with all his piety ; or rather he could 
do it because his piety was of the true sort, 
and relished of every thing that was sweet 
and affectionate. The modesty of my frieud 
Horace Smith (which is a manly one, and 
has no hectic pretensions to .what it depre- 
cates) will pardon me this reference to a greater 
name. He must allow me to add, s^ some 
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hazard of disturbing him, that a finer nature, 
except in one instance, I never was acquainted 
with in man ; nor even in that instance, all 
circumstances considered, have I a right to say 
that those who knew hun as intimately as I 
did the other person, would not have had the 
same reasons to love him. The friend I speak 
of had a very high regard for Mr. Horace 
Smith, as may be seen by the following verses, 
the initials in which the reader has now the 
pleasure of filling up : — 

" Wit and sense^ 
Virtue and human knowledge^ all that- might 
Make this dull world a business of delight^ 
Are all combined in H. S/' 

Mr. Horace Smith differed with Mr. Shelley 
on some points; but on others, which all the 
world agree to praise highly and to practise 
very little, he agreed so entirely, and showed 
unequivocally that he did agree, that (with 
the exception of one person (V. N.) too diffi- 
dent to gain such an honour from his friends) 
they were the only two men I ever knew, from 
whom I could receive advice or remonstrance 
with perfect comfort, because I could be sure of 
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the unmixed motives and entire absence of self- 
reflection, with which itwonld come from them.* 
Mr. SheDey said to me once, " I know not what 
Horace Smith must take me for sometimes : I 
am afraid he must think me a strange feUow: 
but is it not odd, that the only truly generous 
person I ever knew, who had money to be 
generous with, should be a stockbroker ! And . 
he writes poetry too," continued Mr. Shelley, 
his voice rising in a fervour of astonishment ; 
"he writes poetry and pastoral dramas, and 
yet knows how to make money, and does make 
it, and is still generous!" Mr. Shelley had 
reason to like him. Horace Smith was one 
of the few men, who, through a cloud of 
detraction, and through all that di£ference of 
conduct from the rest of the world, which na- 
turally excites obloquy, di.scemed the greatness 
of my Mend's character. Indeed, he became 
a witness to the very unequivocal proof of it, 

* Witk all his valines, I must add Mr. Hazlitt, who ia 
quite capable, when he chooses, of giving genuine advice, 
and making you sensible of his disinterestedness. Mr. Lamb 
could do it too ; but for interference of any sort he has an 
abhorrence. 
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which I mentioned elsewhere. The mutual 
esteem was accordingly very great, and arose 
from circumstances most honourable to both 
parties. ** I believe,*' said Mr. Shelley on ano- 
ther occasion, " that I have only to say to 
Horace Smith that I want a hundred pounds 
or two, and he woidd send it me without any 
eye to its being returned ; such faith has he 
that I have something within me beyond what 
the world supposes, and that I could only ask 
his money for a good purpose." And he 
would have sent for it accordingly, if the per- 
son for whom it was intended had not said nay. 
I will now mention the circumstance which 
first gave my friend a regard for Mr. Smith. 
It concerns the person just mentioned, who is 
a man of letters. It came to Mr. Smith's know- 
ledge, some years ago, that this person was suf- 
fering bitterly under a pecuniary trouble. He 
knew little of him at the time, but had met 
him occasionally; and he availed himself of 
this circumstance to write him a letter as full 
of delicacy and cordiality as it could hold, 
making it a matter of grace to accept a bank- 
note of 100/. which he enclosed. I speak on 
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the best authority, that of the obliged persoa 

himself ; who adds t^at he not only did accept 

the money, but felt as light and happy under 

. the obligation, as he has felt miserable under 

-^ the very report of being obliged to some ; and 

•go 

*^i he says, that nothing could induce him to with- 
^jinVhold his name, but a reason which the generous 

JO Sun. 

^^m^ovld excuse. From his friends in private he 

uaod B g^ no reason to conceal it ; and he does not, 

*^dAaijuoo J can testify : and there is one thing more 

eh, he says, he will conceal from nobody ; 

^h is, that subsequently to that obligation, 

iqcui3£d^jathers from the friend in question, 

^ve^ ly taxed his friend's kindness, 

,^,^^^5 nee ; and that, notwithstanding 

ti^'^^iot*^^ >ei« J^® other was still so generous to 

^5^c\v /disci ^^^c^^ what was well-intentioned from 

what^ %&^^y managed, and has retained to 

. this ^ l^om ^ind an opinion of him, that he 

"^ nevf ' ^i^*^^tep ^ better management (for 

his a lie ^^^ ^^ which he has had more 

excui^ S «^. ^ost people, in sickness, tem- 

perame. c, and a total want of education for 

it,) but he is accompanied, and assisted, with 

the hope pf pleasing him before long, with the 
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sight of the fruits of it. Such friends, and 
such only, (including those whose wish to act 
like them is as unequivocal as their inahility,) 
are the friends that do a man all the good that 
can be done him, because they are not only 
generous to his virtues, but as humane to his 
fatdts as other people are to their own. For 
my part, I scarc^ly ever write a page which the 
public think worth reading, and which they 
like because it serves to keep them in heart 
with nature and mankind ; but Horace Smith 
is one of those friends whom I fancy myself 
talking with, and whom I wish to gratify. It 
is such as he that a humanist woidd have the 
world become, and that furnish a proof that 
the wish is not founded in impossibility. 
Swift said, that if the world contained a dozen 
Arbuthnots, he would bum his books. I am 
convinced that the world contains hundreds of 
Arbuthnots, if education would but do their 
natures justice. Give me the education of a 
community, in which mutual help, instead of 
selfish rivalry, was the principle inculcated, and 
riches regarded not as the end but the means, 
and I would undertake, not upon th^ strength 
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of my own ability, but on the sole ground of 
the absence of what is at present taught us» to 
fin the place JvU of Arbuthnots and Horace 
Smiths ; not, indeed, as to wit and talent, but 
with all their geniality and sense and open- 
heartedness; with the same reasonableness of 
gain, and readiness of enjoyment. 

When Mr. Horace Smith sees this account 
of himself, he will think l^at too much has been 
said of his generosity ; and he would be right, 
if society were constituted otherwise than it 
is. Actions of this kind are not so common 
in trading c(»nmunities as in others; because 
people learn to taste the yalue of every six- 
pence that passes through their hands. And, 
for the same reason, they are more extravagant- 
ly admired ; sometimes with a fatuity of asto- 
nishment, sometimes with an envy that seeks 
relief in sarcasm. All these excesses of ho- 
mage are painful to a man, who would fain 
have every body as natural and ^nerous as 
himself; . but the just tribute must not be with- 
held on that account ; otherwise there would 
be still fewer counteractions to the selfishness 
so abundantly' taught us. At the period in 
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question, I have said that Mr. Smith was a 
stockbroker. He left business with a fortune, 
and went to live in France, where, if he did 
not increase, he did not seriously diminish it ; 
and France added to the pleasant stock of his 
knowledge. 

On returning to England, he set about exert- 
ing himself in a manner equally creditable to 
his talents and interesting to the public. I 
will not insult either the modesty or the un- 
derstanding of Mr. Horace Smith, by compar- 
ing him with the author of " Old Mortality** 
and " Guy Mannering :" but I will venture to 
say, that the earliest of his novels, " Bramble- 
tye House," ran a hard race with the novel of 
" Woodstock," and that it contained more than 
one character not unworthy of the best volumes 
of Sir Walter. I allude to the ghastly troubles 
of the Regicide in his lone house; the outward 
phlegm and merry inward malice of Winky 
Boss (a happy name), who gravely smoked a 
pipe with his mouth, and laughed with his 
eyes ; and, above all, to the character of the 
princely Dutch merchant, who would cry out 
that he should be ruined, at seeing a few nut- 
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megs dropped from a bag, and would then go 
and give a thousand ducats for an antique. 
This is hitting the high mercantile character 
to a nicety, — minute and careful in its means, 
princely in its ends. If the ultimate effect of 
commerce (permulH transibunt, &c.) were not 
something very different from what its pur- 
suers imagine, the character would be a danger- 
ous one to society at large, because it throws a 
gloss over the spirit of money-getting, which, 
in a thousand instances to one, is a debasing 
spirit ; but meanwhile' nobody could paint it 
better, or has a right to recommend it more, 
than he who has been the first to make it a 
handsome portrait. 

The personal appearance of Mr. Horace 
Smith, like that of all the individuals I ever 
met^ with, is highly indicative of his character. 
His figure is good and manly, inclining to the 
robust; and his countenance, extremely frank 
and cordial, sweet without weakness. I have 
been told, he is irascible. If so, his city train- 
ing is in fault, not he. He has not a jot of it 
in his appearance. 
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MR. KINNAIRD. 



At the hospitable table of Mr. Hunter the 
bookseller, in St. Paul's Church-yard, I became 
acqusdnted with the survivors of the literary 
party that used to dine with his predecessor, 
Mr. Johnson. They came, as of old, on the 
Friday. The most regular were Mr. Fuseli, 
and Mr. Bonnycastle. Now and then, Mr. 
Godwin was present: oftener Mr. Kinnaird 
the magistrate, a great lover of Horace. 

Fuseli was a small man, with energetic fea- • 
tures, and a white head of hair. Our host s 
daughter, then a little girl, used to call him 
the white-headed lion. He combed his hair 
up from the forehead, and as his whiskers were 
large, his face was set in a kind of hairy frame. 
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^hicfa, in addition to the fierceness of his look, 
really gave him an aspect of that sort. Other-^ 
wise, his features were rather sharp than round. 
He would have looked much like an old of- 
ficer, if his face, besides its real energy, had 
not afiected more. There was the same defect 
in it as in his pictures. Conscious of not hav- 
ing aU the strength he wished, he endeavour- 
ed to make out for it by violence and preten- 
sion. He carried this so far, as to look fiercer 
than usual when he sat for his picture. His 
friend and engraver, Mr. Houghton, drew an 
admirable likeness of him in this state of dig- 
nified extravagance. He is sitting back in his 
chair, leaning on his hand, but looking ready 
to pounce withal. His notion of repose was 
like that of Pistol : 



It 



Now, Pisto]> lay thy head in Furies* lap." 



Agreeably to this over-wrought manner, he 
was reckoned, I believe, not quite so bold as 
he might have been. He painted horrible 
pictures, as children tell horrible stories ; and 
was frightened at his own lay-figures. Yet 
he would hardly have talked as he did about 
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his terrors, had he been as timid as some 8ups> 
posed him. With the affected, impression is 
the main thing, let it be produced how it may. 
A student of the Academy told me, that Mr. 
FuseH coming in one night, whesi a solitary 
candle had been put on the floor in a corner of 
the room, to produce some effect or other, he 
said it looked ^^ like a damned souL'' This 
was by way of being Dantesque, as Michael 
Angelo was. He was an ingenious carica* 
turist of that master, making great bodily dis- 
plays of m^ital energy, and being ostentatious 
with his limbs and muscles, in proportion as 
he could not draw them. A leg or arm 
was to be thrust down one's throat, because 
he knew we should dispute the truth of it. 
In the indulgence of this wilfulness of pur- 
pose, generated partly by impatience of study, 
partly by want of sufficient genius, and, no 
doubt, also by a sense of superiority to artists 
who could do nothing but draw correctly, he 
oared for no time, place, or circumstance, in his 
pictures. A set of prints, after his designs, 
for Shakspeare and Cowper, exhibit a chaos of 
mingled genius and absurdity, such as perhaps 



MR. FUSELI. SI 

was never befc»*e seen, and afibrd an hour's en^ 
tertainment of the most ludicrous description. 
He endeavoured to bring Michael Angelo's 
apostles and prophets, with their superhuman 
ponderousness of intention, into the common- 
places of modem life. A Student reading in 
a Garden, is all over intensity of muscle ; and 
the quiet tea-table scene in Cowper, he has 
turned into a preposterous conspiracy of huge 
men and women, all bent on showing their 
thews and postures, with dresses as fantastical 
as their minds. One gentleman, of the exist- 
e»ee of whose trowsers you are not aware tiU 
you see the terminating line at the ankle, is 
sitting and looking grim on a sofa, with his 
hat on, and no waistcoat. Yet there is real 
genius in his designs for Milton, though dis- 
turbed, as usual, by strainings after the ener- 
getic. His most extraordinary mistake, after 
all, is said to have been on the subject of his 
colouring. It is a sort of livid green, like 
brass diseased. Yet they say, that when praised 
for one of his pictures, he would modestly 
answer, " It is a pretty colour." One would 
have thought this a joke, if remarkable stories 
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were not told of the mistakes made by other 
people with regard to colour. Sight seems the 
least agreed upon, of all the senses. 

Mr. Fuseli was lively and interesting in con- 
versation, but not without his usual faults of 
violence and pretension. Nor was he always 
as decorous as an old man ought to be ; espe- 
cially one whose turn of mind is not of the 
lighter and more pleasurable cast. The li- 
cences he took were coarse, and had not suffi- 
cient regard to his company. Certainly they 
went a great deal beyond his friend Arm- 
strong; to whose account, I believe, Mr. 
Fuseli's passion for swearing was laid. The 
poet condescended to be a great swearer, and 
Mr. Fuseli thought it energetic to swear like 
him. His friendship with Mr. Bonnycastle 
had something childlike and agreeable in it. 
They came and went away together, for years, 
like a couple of old schoolboys. They also, like 
boys, rallied one another, and sometimes made 
a singular display of it, — Fuseli at least, for 
it was he that was the aggressipr. I remember, 
one day, Bonnycastle told a story of a French- 
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man, whom he had reeeived at his house at 
Woolwich, and who invited him in return to 
visit him in Paris, if ever he should cross the 
water. " The Frenchman told me,'' said he, 
** that he had a superb local. When I went to 
Paris I called on him, and found he had a 
good prospect out of his window ; but his m« 
perb local was at a hair-dresser's, up two "pair of 
stairs." " Veil, veil !*' said Fuseli impatiently, 
(for, though he spoke and wrote English re- 
markably well, he never got rid of his Swiss pro- 
nunciation)—'' Veil — ^vay not — vay not — ^Vat 
is to hinder his local being superb for all thtatV 
"I don't see," returned . Bonnycastle, *'how a 
barber's in an alley can be a superb local." 
•' You doan't ! Veil— but thtat is not thte 
barber's fault — It is your's." "How do you 
make that out? I'm not an alley." "No; 
but you're coarsedly eegnorant." "I may be 
as Ignorant as you are polite; but you don't 
prove any thing." "Thte thtevil I doan't! 
Did you not say he had a faine prospect out 
of window?" "Yes, he had a prospect fine' 
enough." " Veil, thtat constituted Im superb 
VOL. 11. n . . 
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local. A supe]^b local is not a barber's shop, by 
Goade! but a faine situation. But thtat is 
your coarsed eegnorance of thte language.* 

Another time, on Mr. Bonnycastle's saying 
that there were no longer any Auto da Fes, Fu- 
seli said he did not know that. "At all events,'' 
said he, "if you were to go into Spain, they 
would have an auto-da-fe immadiately, oan thte 
strength of your appearance." 

Bonnycastle was a good fellow. He was a 
tall, gaunt, long-headed man, with large fea- 
tures and spectacles, and a deep internal voice. 
With a twang of rusticity in it; and he gog- 
gled over his plate, like a horse. I have often 
thought that a bag of com would have hung 
well on him. His laugh was equine, and 
showed his teeth upwards at the sides. Mr. 
Wordsworth wouM have thought it ominous. 
Mr. Bonnycastle was passionately fond of quot- 
ing Shakspeare, and telling stories ; and if the 
Edinburgh Review bad just come out, would 
give us ail the jokes in it. He had once an 
hypochondriacal disorda* of long duration, but 
had entirdy outlived it. He said he should 
never forget the comfortable sensation given 
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him one night during this disorder, hy his 
knocking a landlord, that was insolent to him^ 
down the man's staircase. On the strength of 
this piece of energy (having first ascertained 
that the offender was not killed) he went id 
bed, and had a sleep of unusual soundness. 
Perhaps he thought more highly of his talents^ 
than the amount of them strictly warranted ; a 
mistake to which scientific men appear to be 
more liable than others, the universe they work 
in being so large, and their universality (in 
Bacon's sense of the word) being at the same 
time so small. But the delusion was not only 
pard<Hiafale» but desirable, in a man so zealous 
in the performance of h^s duties, and so mudi 
of a human being to all about him, as Mr. 
Bmmycastle was. It was delightful one day 
to hear him speak with comfdacency of a trans- 
lation which had appeared of one of his books 
in AralHC, and which b^an by saying, on the 
part of the translator, that "it had pleased Grod, 
for the advancement of human knowledge, to 
raise u$ up a Bonnycastle.'' Some of his stories 
w«e a littk romantic, and qo less authentic. 
He had an anecdote of a Scotchman, who 

D 2 
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boasted of being dciscended from the admirable 
Crichton ; in proof of which, the Scotchman 
said he had '^a grit quantity of table-leenen 
in his possassion, marked A. C. Admirable 
Creechton/* 

Mr. Kinnaird, the magistrate, was a stout 
sanguine man, under the middle height, with 
a fine lamping black eye, lively to the last, 
and a person that " had increased, was increas- 
ing, and ought to have been diminished;'* 
which is by no means what he thought of the 
prerogative. Next to his bottle, he was fond 
of his Horace ; and, in the intervals of business 
at the police-office, would enjoy both in his 
arm*chair. Between the vulgar calls of this 
kind of magistracy, and the perusal of the ur- 
bane Horace, there must be a gusto of con- 
tradiction, which the bottle, perhaps, is required 
to render quite palatable. Fielding did not 
love his bottle the less for being obliged to 
lecture the drunken. Nor did his son, who 
succeeded him in taste and office. I know not 
how the late laureat, Mr. Pye, managed;-— 
another man of letters, who was fain to accept 
a situation of this kind. Having been a man 
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of fortune, and a Member of Parliaments and 
loving Horace. to boot, he could hardly have 
done without his wine. I saw him once in a 
state of scornful' indignation at being inter- 
rupted in the perusal of a manuscript by the 
monitions of his police officers, who were 
obliged to remind him over and over again 
that he was a magistrate, and that the criminal 
multitude were in waiting. Every time the 
door opened, he threatened and he implored. 

'* Otium divoB rogat in patent! 
PrensuB.'' 

Had you quoted this to Mr. Kinnaird, his eyes 
would have sparkled with good fellowship : he 
would have finished the verse and the bottle 
with you, and proceeded to as many more as 
your head could stand. Poor fellow ! the last 
time I saw him, he was an apparition formi- 
dably substantial. The door of our host's 
dining-room opened without my hearing it, 
and, happening to turn round, I saw a figure 
in a great coat, literally almost as broad as it 
was long, and scarcely able to articulate. He 
was dying of a dropsy, and was obliged to re- 
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vive himself, before he was fit to converse, by 
the wine that was killing him. But he had 
cares besides, and cares pf no ordinary descrip- 
tion ; and, for my part, I will not blame even 
his wine for killing him, unless his cares could 
have done it more agreeably. After dinner 
that day, he was comparatively himself again, 
quoted his Horace as usual, talked of lords 
and courts with a relish, and begged that God 
save the King might be played to him on the 
piano-forte; to which he listened, as if his 
soul had taken its hat off. I believe he would 
have liked to have died to God save the King, 
and to haye ^* waked and found those visions 
true." 
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Chaeles Lamb has a head worthy of Aris- 
totle, with as fine a heart as ever beat in human 
bosom, and limbs very fragile to sustain it. 
There is a caricature of him sold in the shops, 
which pretends to be a likeness. P — r went 
into the shop in a pas^on, and asked the man 
what he meant by putting forth such a libel. 
The man apologized, and said that the artist 
meant no offence. The face is a gross misre- 
presentation. Mr. LamVs features are strong- 
ly yet delicately cut : he has a fine eye as well 
as forehead ; and no face carries in it greater 
marks of thought and feeling. It resembles 
that of Baoon, with less worldly vigour, and 
more sensibility. 

As his frame, so is his genius. It is as fit 
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for thought as can be, and equally as unfit for 
action;' and this renders him melancholy, ap- 
prehensive, humorous, and willing to make the 
best of every thing as it is, both from ten»- 
deniess of heart and abhorrence of alteration. 
His understanding is too great to admit an 
absurdity ; his frame is not strong enough to 
deliver it from a fear. His sensibility to strong 
contrasts is the foundation of his humour, 
which is that of a wit at once melancholy and 
willing to be pleased. He will beard a super- 
stition, and shudder at the old phantasm while 
he does it. One could imagine him cracking 
a jest in the teeth of a ghost, and melting into 
thin air himself, out of a sympathy with the 
awful. His humour and his knowledge both, 
are those of Hamlet, of Moli^re, of Carlin, who 
shook a* city with laughter, and, in order to 
divert his melancholy, was recommended to go 
and hear himself. Yet he extracts a real plea- 
sure out of his jokes, because good-heartedness 
retains that privilege, when it fails in every 
thing else. I should say he condescended to 
be a punster, if condescension were a word he^ 
fitting wisdom like his. Being told that some- 
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body had lampooned him, he said, " Very- 
well ; I '11 Lamb-pun him." His puns axe adr 
mirable, and often contain as deep things as 
the wisdom of tome who have greater names. 
Such a, man, for instance, as Nicole the French- 
man, who was a baby to him. He would have 
cracked a score of jokes at him, worth his whole 
book of sentences ; pelted his head with pearls. 
Nicole would not have understood him, but 
. Koch^j^oucault would, and Pascal too ; and some 
of our ^Id Englishmen would have understood 
him still better. He would have been worthy 
of hea^ng Shakspeare read one of his scenes to 
him, hot from the brain. Commonplace finds 
a grestt. comforter in him, as long as it is good- 
nature^ ; it is to the ill-natured or the dicta- 
torial pitily that he is startling. Willing to see 
society^^go on as it does, because he despairs of 
seeqp^ it otherwise, but not at all agreeing in 
his jblterior with the common notions of crime 
and ; punishment, he ^^ dumhfounded^* a long 
tirade Lt)ne evening, by taking the pipe out of 
his mouth,, and asking the speaker, ** Wheth» 
he.me^nt to say that a thief was not a good 
ooaan ?*' To a person abusing Voltaire, and iur 
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discreetly opposing his character to that of 
Jesus Christ, he said admirably well, (though 
he by no means overrates Voltaire, nor wants 
reverence in the other quarter,) that "Vol- 
taire was a very good Jesus Christ Jbr ike 
French.*' He likes to see the church-goefs 
continue to go to church, and has written a tale 
in his sister's admirable little book (Mrs. Lei- 
cester's School) to encourage the rising gene- 
ration to do so; but to a conscientious deist 
he has nothing to object; and if an atheist 
found every other door shut against him, he 
would assuredly not find his. I believe he 
would have the world remain precisely as it is, 
provided it innovated no farther ; but this spirit 
in him is any thing but a worldly one, or for 
his own interest. He hardly contemplates with 
patience the fine new buildings in the Regent's 
Park ; and, privately speaking, he has a grudge 
against qffictai heaven expounders, or clergy- 
men. He would rather, however, be with a 
crowd that he dislikes, than feel himself alone. 
He said to me one day, with a face of solemnity, 
^* What must have been that man's feelings who 
thought himself the Jtrst deist /" Finding no 
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footing in certainty, he delights to confound 
the borders of theoretical truth and falsehood. 
He is fond of telling wild stories to children, 
engrafted on things about them ; writes letten^ 
to people abroad, teUing them that a friend of 
theirs has come out in genteel comedy ; and 
persuaded G. D. that Ijord CasUereagh was the 
author of WaVerley ! The same excellent per- 
son, walking one evening out of his fri^id's 
house into the New River, Mr.. Lamb (who 
was from home at the time) wrote a paper 
under his signature of Elia (now no longer 
anonymous), stating, that common friends 
would have stood dallying on the bank, have 
sent for neighbours, &c. ; but that Ae, in his 
magnanimity, jumped in and rescued his friend 
after the old noble fashion. He wrote in the 
same magazine two Lives of Liston and Mun- 
den, which the public took for serious, aiid 
which exhibit an extraordinary jumble of ima- 
ginary facts and truth of bye-painting. Mtm- 
den he makes bom at ^* Stoke-Pogeis ;" the 
very sound of which is like the actor speaking 
Mid digging his words. He knows how many 
£ftlse eonclusicms and pretensions are mude by 
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men who profess to be guided by facts only; 
as if facts could not be misconceived^ or fig- 
ments taken for them ; and therefore one day, 
when somebody was speaking of a person who 
valued himself on being a matter-of-fact man, 
** Now,** says he, " I value myself on being a 
matter-of-lie man." This does not hinder his 
being a man of the greatest veracity, in the or- 
dinary sense of the word ; but ** truth," he 
says, *^ is precious,^ and ought not to be wasted 
on every body/j Those who wish to have a 
genuine taste of him, and an insight into his 
modes of life, should read his essays on Hogarth 
and King Lear, his article on the London 
Streets, on WTiist-Playing, which he loves, and 
on Saying Grace Before Meat, which he thinks 
a strange moment to select for being grateful. 
He said once to a brother whist-player, who 
was a hand more clever than clean, and who 
had enough in him to afford the joke, ** M., 
if dirt were trumps, what hands you would 
hold!" 

This is an article very short of what I should 
wish to write on my friend's character; but 
perhaps I could not do it better. There is 
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something in his modesty as well as wisdom, 
which hinders me from saying more. He has 
seen strange faces of calamity ; but they have 
not made him love those of his fellow-creatures 
the less. The ingenious artist who has pre- 
sented the public with his, will excuse one of 
his friends for thinking that he has done more 
justice to the moral than the inteUectual cha- 
racter of it ; which, in truth, it is very difficult 
to do, whether with pencil or with pen. A 
celebrated painter has said, that no one but Ka- 
phael could have done full justice to Raphael's 
face : which is a remark at once startling and 
consolatory to us inferior limners. 
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Mr. Lamb's friend, Mr. Coleridge, is as 
little fitted for ax^tion as he, but on a different 
account. His person is of a good height, but 
as sluggish and solid as the other's is light and 
fragile. He has, perhaps, suffered it to look 
old before its time, for want of exercise. His 
hair, too, is quite white, (though he cannot 
much exceed fifty) ; and as he generally dresses 
in black, and has a very tranquil demeanour, 
his appearance is gentlemanly, and begins to be 
reverend. Nevertheless, there is something 
invincibly young in the look of his face : it is 
round and fresh-coloured, with agreeable fea- 
tures, and an open, indolent, good-natured 
mouth. This boy-like expression is very be- 
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coming to one who dreams as he did when he 
WHS a child, and who passes his Ufe apart from 
the rest of the world, with a hook, and his 
flowers* His forehead is prodigious, — a great 
piece of pUdd maj-ble ; and his fine eyes, in 
which all the activity of his mind seems to 
concentrate, move under it with a sprightly 
ease, as if it were pastime to them to carry all 
that thought. 

And it is pastime. Mr. Hazlitt says, that Mr. 
€oleridge's genius appears to him like a spirit, 
all h^d and wings, eternally floating about in 
atherialities. He gives me a difierent impres*- 
sion. I fancy him a good-natured wizard, 
very fond of earth, and conscious of reposing 
with weight enough in his easy chair, but able 
to conjure his setherialities about him in the 
twinkling of an eye. He can also change them 
by thousands, and dismiss them as easily when 
his dinn^ comes. It is a mighty intellect put 
upon a sensual body ; and the reason why he 
does little more with it than talk and dream, 
is, that it is agreeable to such a body to do little 
else. I do not mean that Mr. Coleridge is a 
sensualist in an ill sense. He is capable of too 
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many innocent pleasures, to take any pleasure 
in the way that a man of the world would take 
it. The idlest things he did would have a 
warrant. But if all the senses, in their time, 
have not found lodging in that humane pleni- 
tude of his, never believe they did in Thomson 
or in Boccaccio. Two affirmatives in him make 
a negative. He is very metaphysical and very 
corporeal; and he does nothing. His brains 
plead all sorts of questions before him, and he 
hears them with so much impartiality, (his 
spleen not giving him any trouble,) that he 
thinks he might as well sit in his easy chair 
and hear them for ever, without coming to a 
conclusion. It has been said that he took 
opium to deaden the sharpness of his cogita- 
tions. I will undertake to affirm, that if he 
ever took any thing to deaden a sensation 
within him, it was for no greater or more mar- 
vellous reason than other people take it ; which 
is, because they do not take enough exercise, 
and so plague their heads with their livers. 
Opium, perhaps, might settle an uneasiness of 
this sort in Mr. Coleridge, as it did in a much 
less man with a much greater body, the Shad- 
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well of Diyden. He would then resume his 
natural ease, and sit, and be happy, till the 
want of exercise must be again supplied. The 
vanity of criticism, like all our other vanities^ 
except that of dress, (which so far has an invo- 
lun^ phfl-Mophy in it.) i. dway. totg^g 
that we are at least half made up of body. 
Mr. HazUtt is angry that Mr. Coleridge is not 
as zealous in behalf of liberty as he used to be 
when young. I am sorry for it, too; and^ if 
other men, as well as Mr. Hazlitt, did not keep 
me in heart, should think that the world was 
destined to be repeatedly lost, for want either 
of perseverance or calmness. But Mr. Cole* 
ridge had less right to begin his zeal in favour 
of liberty, than he had to leave it off. He 
should have bethought himself first, whether 
he had the courage not to get fat. 

As to the charge against him, of etemally 
probing the depths of his own muid, and try- 
ing what he can make of them out of the or* 
dinary road of logic and philosophy, I see no 
harm in a man's taking this new sort of experi- 
ment upon him, whatever little chance there 
may be of his doing any thing with it. He isi 
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but one man ; his faculties iucline him to the 
task, and are suitable to it ; and it is impossi- 
hle to say what new worlds may be laid open, 
some day or other/ by tlys apparently hopeless 
process. The fault of Mr. Coleridge, like that 
'of all thinkers indisposed to action, is, that he 
is too content with things as they are, — ^at least, 
too fond of thinking that old corruptions are 
full of good things, if the world did but un- 
derstand them. Now, here is the dilemma; 
for it requires an understanding like his own 
to refine upon and turn them to good as he 
might do ; and what the world require is not 
metaphysical refinement, but a hearty use of 
good sense. Mr. Coleridge, indeed, can re- 
fine his meaning, so as to accommodate it 
with great good-nature to every one that 
comes across him; and doubtless he finds 
more agreement of intention among people of 
difierent opinions, than they themselves are 
aware of, which it is good to let them see. 
But when not enchained by his harmony, 
they fall asunder again, or go and commit 
the greatest absurdities for want of the subtle 
connecting tie; as may be seen in the books 
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dT his disci(>le Mr. Irving, who, eloquent in 
one page, and reasoning in a manner that a 
child ought to be ashamed of in. the next, 
thinks to avail himself now-a-days of the old 
menacing tone of damnation without being 
thought a quack or an idiot, purely because 
Mr. Coleridge showed him last Friday that 
damnation was not what its preachers took it 
for. With the same subtlety and good-nature 
of interpretation, Mr. Coleridge will persuade 
a Deist that he is a Christian, and an Atheist 
tiiat he believes in God : all which would be 
very good, if the world could get on by it. 
«nd not remain stationary; but, meanwhile, 
millions are wretched with having too little 
to eat, and thousands with having too much ; 
and these subtleties are like people talking in 
their sleep, when they should be up and help- 
ing. - 

However, if the world is to remain always 
as it is, give me to all eternity new talk oi 
Coleridge, and new essays of Charles Lamb. 
They wiU reconcile it beyond all otiiers ; and 
that is much. 

Mr. Coleridge is fat, and begins to lament, 
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in very delightful verses, that he is getting 
infirm. There is no old age in his verses. I 
heard him the other day, under the grove at 
Highgate, repeat one of his melodious lamen- 
tations, as he walked up and down, his voice 
undulating in a stream of music, and his re- 
grets of youth sparkling with visions ever 
young. At the same time, he did me the 
honour to show me, that he did not think so 
ill of all modern liberalism as some might sup- 
pose, denouncing the pretensions of the money- 
getting in a style which I should hardly ven- 
ture upon, and never could equal ; and ask- 
ing, with a triumphant eloquence, what chas- 
tity itself were worth, if it were a casket, not 
to keep love in, biit hate, and strife, and 
worldliness? On the same occasion, he built 
up a metaphor out of a flower, in a style sur- 
passing the famous passage in Milton ; dedu- 
cing it from its root in religious mystery, and 
carrying it up into the bright-consummate 
flower, "the bridal chamber of reproductive- 
ness." Of all "the Muse's mysteries," he is 
as great a high-priest as Spenser ; and Spenser 
himself might have gone to Highgate to hear 
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him talk, and thank him for his ^< Ancient Ma- 
riner." His voice does not always sound very 
sincere; but perhaps the humble and depre- 
cating tone of it, oh those occasions, is out of 
consideration for his hearer's infirmities, rather 
than produced by his own. He recited his 
*^ Kubla Khan," one morning, to Lord Byron, 
in his Lordship's house in Piccadilly, when I 
happened to be in another room. I remem- 
ber the other's coming away from him, highly 
struck with his poem, and saying how won- 
derfully he talked. This is the impression 
of every body who hears him. 

It is no secret that Mr. Coleridge lives in 
the Grove at Highgate with a friendly family, 
who have sense and kindness enough to know 
that they do themselves an honour by looking 
after the comforts of such a man. His room 
looks upon a delicious prospect of wood and 
meadow, with coloured gardens under the win- 
dow, like an embroidery to the mantle. I 
thought, when I first saw it, that he had taken 
up his dweUing-place like an abbot. Here he 
cultivates his flowers, and has a set of birds 
for his pensioners, who come to breakfast with 
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him. He may be seen taking his daily stroll 
up and down^ with his black coat and white 
locks^ and a book in his hand ; and is a great 
acquaintance of the little children. His main 
occupation, I believe, is reading. He loves to 
read old folios, and to make old voyages with 
Furchas and Marco Polo; the seas being in 
good visionary condition, and the vessel well- 
stocked with botargoes. 
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family portraits. — character of the 

author's father. 



Mt ancestors, on the father's side, were To^ 
ries and Cavaliers, who fled from the tyranny 
of Cromwell, and settled in Barhadoes. For 
several generations, himself included, they were 
clergymen. My grandfather was Rector of 
St. Michael's, in Bridgetown, Barbadoes. He 
was a good-natured man, and recommended the 
famous Lauder to the mastership of the free- 
school there; influenced, no doubt, partly by 
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his pretended repentance, and partly by sym- 
pathy with his Toryism. Lauder is said to 
have been disdiarged for misconduct. I neyar 
heard that; but I have heard that his ap- 
pearance was decent, and that he had a wooden 
leg : which is an anti-dimax befitting his his- 
tory. My grandfather was admired and be- 
loved by his parishioners, for the manner in 
which he discharged his duties. He died at an 
early age, in consequence of a fever taken in 
the hot and damp air, while officiating inces- 
santly at burials during a mortality. His wife 
was an O'Brien, very proud of her descent 
from the kings of Ireland. She was as good- 
natured and beloved as her husband, and very 
assiduous in her attentions to the negroes and 
to the poor, for whom she kept a set of me- 
dicines, like my Lady Bountiful. They had 
two children besides my father; Anne Cour- 
thope, who died unmarried; and Elizabeth, 
wife of Thomas Dayrell, Esq. of Barbadoes, 
father by a first marriage of the barrister of 
that name. I mention both of these ladies, 
because they will come among my portraits. 
To these their children, the worthy rector 
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and his wife were a little too indulgent. ' When 
my father was to go to the American Conti- 
nent to school, the ktter dressed up her hoy 
in a fine suit of Isiced dothes, such as we see 
on the little gentlemen in Hogarth ; hut so 
splendid and costly, that when'the good pastor 
heheld him, he was moved to utter an expos- 
tulation. Objection, however, soon gave way 
before the pride of all parties ; and my father 
set off for school, ready spoilt, with plenty of 
money to spoil him more. 

He went to college at Philadelphia, arid 
became the scape-grace who smuggled in the 
wine, and bore the brunt of the tutors. My 
father took the degree of Master of Arts, both 
at Philadelphia and New York. When he 
spoke the farewell oration on leaving college, 
two young ladies fell in love with him, one of 
whom he afterwards married. He was fair and 
handsome, with delicate features, a small aqui* 
line nose, and blue eyes. To a graceful ad- 
dress he joined a remarkably fine voice, which 
he modulated with great effect. It was in 
reading, with this voice, the poets and other 
classics of England, that he completed the con- 
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quest of my mother's heart. He used to spend 
his evenmgs in this manner with her and her 
family^ — a noble . way of courtship ; -and my 
grandmother became so hearty in his cause, 
that she succeeded in canying it against her 
husband, who wished his daughter to marry a 
wealthy neighbour. 

My father was intended, I believe, to carry 
on the race of clergymen, as he afterwards 
did; but he went, in the first instance, into 
the law. The Americans united the practice 
of attorney and barrister. My father studied 
the law under articles to one of the chief per- 
sons in the profession ; and afterwards practised 
with distinction himself. At this period (by 
which time all my brothers, now living, were 
bom) the Revolution broke out; and he en- 
tered with so much zeal into the cause of the 
British Gtovemment, that, besides pleading for 
Loyalists with great fervour at the bar, he 
wrote pamphlets equally full of party warmth, 
which drew on him the popular odium. His 
fortunes then came to a crisis in America. 
Early one morning, a great concourse of peo- 
ple appeared before his house. He came out. 
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—or was brought. They put him into a cfiat 
prepared for the purpose, (concdve the anxiety 
of his wife !) and, after parading him about the 
streets, were joined by a party of the Revo- 
lutionary soldiers with drum and fife. The 
multitude then went with him to the house 
of Dr, Kearsley, a staunch Tory, who shut up 
the windows, and endeavoured to prevent their 
getting in. The Doctor had his hand pierced 
by a bayonet, as it entered between the shut- 
ters behind which he had planted himself . He 
was dragged out, and put into the cart, all over 
blood ; but he lost none of his intrepidity ; 
for he answered all their reproaches and out- 
rage with vehement reprehensions; and, by 
way of retaliation on the "Rogue's March,** 
struck up " God save the King." My father 
gave way as little as the Doctor. He would 
say nothing that was dictated to hun, nor re- 
nounce a single opinion ; but, on the other 
hand, he maintained a tranquil air, and en. 
deavoured to persuade his companion not to 
add to their irritation. This was to no pur- 
pose. Dr. Kearsley continued infuriate, and 
more than once fainted from loss of blood and 
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the violence of his feelings. The two Loyal- 
ists narrowly escaped tarring and feathering. 
A tub of tar, which had been set in a con- 
spicuous place in one of the streets for that 
purpose, was overturned by an officer intimate 
with our family. My father, however, did not 
escape entirely from personal injury. One of 
the stones thrown by the mob gave him such 
a severe blow on the head, as not only laid 
him swooning in the cart, but dimmed his 
sight for life, so as to oblige him from that 
time to wear spectacles. At length, after being 
carried through every street in Philadelphia, 
the two captives were deposited, in the even- 
ing, in a prison in Market-street. What be- 
came of Dr. Kearsley, I cannot say. My 
father, by means of a large sum of money 
given to the sentinel who had charge of him, 
was enabled to escape at midnight. He went 
immediately on board a ship in the Delaware, 
that belonged to my grandfather, and was 
bound for the West Indies. She dropped 
down the river that same night; and my fa- 
ther went first to Barbadoes, and afterwards 
to England, where he settled. 
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My mother was to follow my father as soon 
as possible, which she was not able to do for 
many months. The last time she had seen 
him, he was a lawyer and a partisan, goin^ out 
to meet an irritated populace. On her arrival 
in England, she beheld him in a pulpit, a cler- 
gyman, preaching tranquillity. When my fa- 
ther came over, he found it impossible to con- 
tinue his profession as a lawyer. • Some actors, 
who heard him read, advised him to go on the 
stage ; but he was too proud for that, and went 
into the Church, He was ordained by the ce^ 
lebrated Lowth, then Bishop of London ; and 
he soon became so popular that the Bishop 
sent for him, and remonstrated against his 
preaching so many charity sermons. He said 
it was ostentatious in a clergyman, and that 
he saw his name in too many advertisements. 
My father thought it strange, but acquiesced. 
It is true, he preached a great many of these 
sermons. I am told, that for a whole year he 
did nothing else ; and perhaps there was some- 
thing in his manner a little startling to the 
simplidty of the Church of England. I re-^ 
member when he came to that part of the 
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Litany where the ireader prays for deliverance 
^^ in the hour of death and at the day of judg^ 
ment/' he used to make a pause at the word 
<^ death," and drop his voice on the rest of the 
sentence. The effect was striking ; hut repe* 
tition must have hurt it I am afraid it was 
a little theatrical. EQs delivery, however, was 
so much admired by those who thought them- 
selves the best judges, that Thomas Sheridan, 
father of the late Sheridan, came up to him 
one day after service, in the vestry, and com* 
plimented him on having profited so well from 
his Treatise on Reading the Liturgy. My fa- 
ther was obliged to tell him, that he had never 
seen it. 

I. do not know whether it was Lowth, but 
it was some Bishop, to whom my father one 
day, in the midst of a warm discussion, being 
asked " if he knew who he was ?" replied, with 
a bow, " Yes, my Lord ; dust and ashes." 
Doubtless the new clergyman was warm and 
imprudent. In truth, he made a great mistake 
when he entered the profession. By the na* 
ture of the tenure, it was irretrievable; and 
his whole life after was a series of errors, aris<- 
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iiig fiom the unsuitability of hid position. He 
was fcmd of divinity ; but it was as a specu- 
ktor, and not as a dogmatist, or one who takes 
upon trust. He was ardent in the cause of 
Churdi and State ; but here he speculated too^ 
and soon began to modify his opinions, which 
got him the ill-will of the Government He 
delighted his audiences in the pulpit ; so much 
so, that he had crowds of carriages at the door. 
One of his congregations had an engravmg 
madeof hun; and a lady of the nameof CooU 
ing, who was member of another, left him by 
will the sum of £500, as a testimony of the 
pleasure and advantage she had derived frcHn 
his discourses. But unfortunately, after de« 
lighting his hearers in the pulpit, he would 
delight some of them a little too much over 
the table. He was neither witty nor pro- 
found; but he had all the substitutes for 
wit that animal spirits could supply ; he was 
shrewd, spirited, and showy: could flatter 
without grossness ; had stories to teU of lords 
whom he knew ; and when the bottle was to 
iSrculate, it did not stand with him. All this 
was dangerous to a West Indian who had an 
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increaaing fanuly, and was to make his way in 
the Church. It was too much for him ; and he 
added another to the list of those who, though 
they might suffice equally for themselves and 
others in a more considerate and contented 
state of society, and seem born to be the de- 
lights of it, are only lost and thrown out in a 
system of things, which, by going upon the 
ground of individual aggrandizement, compels 
dispositions of a more sociable and reasonable 
nature either to become parties concerned, or 
be ruined in the refusal. It is doubtless in- 
cumbent on a husband and father to be careful 
under all circumstances: and it is very easy 
for most people to talk of the necessity of 
being so, and to recommend it to others, es- 
pecially when they have been educated to that 
habit. Let those fling the first stone, who, with 
real inclination and talent for other things, 
(for the inclination may not be what they take 
it for,) confine themselves industriously to the 
duties prescribed them. There are more vic^ 
tims to errors committed by society them-> 
selves, than society choose to suppose. But I 
grant that a man is either bound to tell them 
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so, or to jdo as they do. My father unluckily 
had neither uneasiness enough in his blood, nor 
imagination enough in Keu of it, to enter suffi- 
ciently into the uneasiness of others, and so 
grapple vigorously with his fortune for their 
sakes; ndther, on the other hand, had he 
enough energy of speculation to see what could 
be done towards rendering the world a little 
wiser : and as to the pride of cutting a figure a 
little above his neighbours, which so many men 
mistake for a better principle of action, he 
could dispense with that. As it was, he should 
have been kept at home in Barbadoes. He 
was a true exotic, and ough^ not to have been 
transplanted. He might have preached there, 
and quoted Horace, and been gentlemanly, and 
drank his claret, and no harm done. But in a 
bustling, commercial state of society, where the 
enjoyment, such as it is, consists in the bustle, 
he was neither very likely to succeed, nor to 
meet with a good construction, nor to end his 
pleasant ways with pleasing either the world or 

himself. 

It was in the pulpit of Bentinck Chapel, 
lissoii Green, Paddington, that my mother 
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found her husband officiating. He published 
a volume of sermons preached there, in which 
there is little but elegance of diction and a 
graceful morality. His delivery was the charm ; 
and, to say the truth, he charmed every body 
but the owner of the chapel, who looked upon 
rent as by far the most eloquent production of 
the pulpit. The speculation ended with the 
preacher's being horribly in debt. Friends, 
however, were lavish of their assistance. Three 
of my brothers were sent to school ; the other, 
at her earnest entreaty, went to live (which he 
did for some years) with Mrs. Spencer, a sister 
of Sir Richard W^rsley, and a delicious little 
old woman, the delight of all the children of 
her acquaintance. My father and mother took 
breath, in the mean time, under the friendly 
roof of Mr. West, who had married her aunt 
The aunt and niece were much of an age, and 
both fond of books. Mrs. West, indeed, ulti- 
mately became a martyr 'to them ; for the phy- 
sician declared that she lost the use of her 
Umbs by sitting in-doors. 

From Newman Street my father went to live 
in Hampstead Square, whence he occasionally 
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used to go and preach at Southgate. The tlien 
Duke of Chandos had a seat in the neigh* 
foourhood of Southgate. He heard my fath^ 
preach, and was so much pleased with him« 
that he requested him to become tutor to his 
nephew, Mr. Leigh ; which my father did, and 
remained with his Grace's family for several 
years. The Duke was Master of the Horsey 
and originated the famous epithet of ** heaven** 
bom minister," applied to Mr. Pitt, which oc- 
casioned a good deal of raillery. I have heard 
my father describe him as a man of great sweets 
ness of nature, and good-breeding. Mr. Leigh^ 
who died not long since. Member of Parliament 
for Addlestrop^ was son of the Duke's sister. 
Lady Caroline. He had a taste for poetry* 
whidi has been inherited by his son and heir, 
Mr. Chandos Leigh ; and, like him, published 
a volume of poems. He was always very kind 
to my father, and was, I believe, a most amiable 
man. It was from him I received my name, 
I was born at Southgate, in a house now a 
boarding-school and called Eagle HaU : a mag- 
nificent name for a ** preachelr's modest man- 
sion ;" but I suppose it did not bear it then. 
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To be tutor in a ducal family is one of the 
roads to a bishoprick. My father was thought 
to be in the highest way to it. He was tutor 
in the house not only of a Duke, but of a 
State-officer, for whom the King had a perso- 
nal regard. His manners were of the highest 
order; his principles in Church and State as 
orthodox, to all appearance, as could be wished ; 
and he had given up flourishing prospects in 
America, for their sake ; but his West Indian 
temperament spoiled all. He also, as he be- 
came acquainted with the Government, be- 
gan to doubt its perfections ; and the King, 
whose minuteness of information respecting 
the personal affairs of his subjects is well 
known, was doubtless prepared with questions 
which the Duke was not equally prepared to 
answer, and perhaps did not hazard. 

My father, meanwhile, was getting more 
and more distressed. He removed to Hamp- 
stead a second time : from Hampstead' he 
crossed the water; and the first room I have 
any recollection of, is a prison. 

Mr. West (which was doubly kind in a man 
by nature cautious and timid) again and again 
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took the liberty of representing my father's 
circumstances to the King. It is well known 
that this artist enjoyed the confidence of his 
Majesty in no ordinary degree. The King 
would converse half a day at a time with him, 
.while he was painting. His Majesty said he 
would speak to. the bishops ; and again, on a 
second application, he said my father should 
be provided for. My father himself also pre- 
sented a petition ; but all that was ever done 
for him, was the putting his name on the Loy- 
alist Pension List for a hundred a-year ; — a 
sum which he not only thought extremely in- 
adequate for the loss of seven or eight times as 
much in America, a cheaper country, but which 
he felt to be a poor acknowledgment even for 
the active zeal he had.evinced, and the things 
he had said and written ; especially as it came 
late, and he was already involved. Small as it 
was, he was obliged to mortgage it ; and from 
this time till the arrival of some relations from 
the West Indies, several years afterwards, he 
underwent a series of mortifications and dis- 
tresses, not .without great reason for self-re- 
proach. Unfortunately for others, it might be 
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said of him, what Lady Mary Wortley said o£ 
her kinsman, Henry Fielding, " that give him 
his leg of mutton and bottle of wine, and in the 
very thick of calamity he would be happy for the 
time being." Too well able to seize a passing 
moment of enjoyment, he was always scheming, 
never performing: always looking forward with 
some romantic plan which was sure to succeed, 
and never put in practice. I believe he wrote 
more titles of non-existing books than Rabe- 
lais. At length, he found his mistake. My 
poor father ! He grew deeply acquainted with 
prisons, and began to lose his graces and his 
good name, and became irritable with conscious 
error, and almost took hope out of the heart 
that loved him, and was too often glad to es- 
cape out of its society. Yet such an art had 
he of making his home comfortable when he 
chose, and of settling himself to the most tran- 
quil pleasures, that if she could have ceased 
to look forward about her children, I believe, 
with all his faults, those evenings would have 
brought unmingled satisfaction to her, when 
after settling the little apartment, brightening 
the firie, arid bringing out the coffee, my nK>- 
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ther knew that her husband was going to read 
Saurin or Barrow, to her, with his fine voic^ 
efid unequivocal enjoyment. 

We thus struggled on between quiet and 
disturbance, between placid readings and frights 
ful knocks at the door, and sickness, and ca* 
lamity, and hopes which hardly. ever forsook 
us. One of my brothers went to sea, — a great 
blow tq my poor mother. The next was ar- 
ticled to an attorney. My brother Robert 
became pupil to an engraver, and my brother 
John apprentice to Mr. Reynell, the printer, 
whose kindly manners, and deep iron voice, 
I well remember and respect. I had also a 
r^^rd for the speaking trumpet, which ran 
fdl the way up his tall house, and conveyed 
his rugged whispers to his men. And his 
goodly wife, proud of her husband's grand- 
father, the Bishop; never shall I forget how 
much I loved her for her portly smiles and 
good dinners, and how often she used to make 
me measure heights with her fair daughter 
Caroline, and found me wanting; which 1 
thought not quite so hospitable. 

As my father's misfortunes, in the first in- 
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stance, were owing to feelings the most re- 
spected^ SO the causes of them subsequently 
(and the reader will be good enough to keep 
this in mind) were not unmixed with feelings 
of the kindest nature. He hampered him- 
self greatly with becoming security for other 
people; and, though unable to settle himself 
to any regular work, his pen was always at 
the service of those who required it for me- 
morials or other helps. As to his children, he 
was healthy and sanguine, and always looked 
forward to being able to do soniething for 
them; and something for them he did, if it 
was only in grafting his animal spirits on the 
maternal stock, and setting them an example 
of independent thinking. But he did more. 
He really took great care, considering his un- 
business-like habits, towards settling them in 
some line of life. It is our faults, not his, if 
we have not been all so successful as we might 
have been: at least, it is no more his fault, 
than that of the West Indian blood of which 
we all partake, and which has disposed all of 
us, more or less, to a certain aversion from 
business. And if it may be some vanity in us. 
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at least it is no dishonour to our turn of mind, 
to hope, that we may have been the means of 
circulating more knowledge and entertainment 
in sodety. than if he had attained the bishop- 
rick he looked for, and left us ticketed and 
labelled among the acquiescent. 

Towards the latter part of his life, my 
father's aflFairs were greatly retrieved by the 
help of his sister, Mrs. Dayrell, who came 
over with a property from Barbadoes. My 
aunt was generous ; part of her property came 
among us also by a marriage ; and my father's 
West Indian sun was again warm upon him. 
On his sister's death, to be sure, his struggles 
recommenced, though . nothing in comparison 
to what they had been. Recommence, how- 
ever, they did; and yet so sanguine was he in 
his intentions to the last, and so accustomed 
had my mother been to try to believe in him, 
and to persuade herself she did, that, not long 
before she died, he made the most solemn pro- 
mises of amendment, which by chance I could 
not help overhearing, and which she received 
with a tenderness and a tone of joy, the re- 
membrance of which brings the tears into my 
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eyes. My father had one taste well suited to 
his profession, and in him, I used to think, 
remarkable. He was very fond of sermons, 
which he was rarely tired of reading, or my 
mother of hearing. I have mentioned the 
effect which these used to have upon her. 
When she died, he could not bear to think 
she was dead; yet retaining, in the midst of 
his tears, his indestructible tendency to seize 
on a cheering reflection, he turned his very 
despair into consolation ; and in saying " She 
is not dead, but sleeps," I verily believe 
the image became almost a literal thing with 
him. Besides his fondness for sermons, he 
was a great reader of the Bible. His copy of 
it is scored with manuscript ; and I believe 
he read a portion of it every morning to the 
last, let him have been as right or as wrong as 
he pleased for the rest of the day. This was 
not hypocrisy : it was habit, and real fondness ; 
though, while he was no hypocrite, he was not, 
I must confess, remarkable for being explicit 
about himself ; nor did he cease to dogmatise 
in a sort of official manner upon faith and vir- 
tue, lenient as he thought himself bound to be 
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to particular instances of frailty. To young 
people, who had no secrets from him, he was 
especially indulgent, as I have good reason to 
know. He delighted to show his sense of a 
candour in others, which I believe he would 
have practised himself, had he been taught it 
nearly. For many years before his death, he 
had greatly relaxed in the orthodoxy of his 
religious opinions, and had totally changed his 
pc^tical. Both he and my mother had become 
Republicans and Unitarians. They were also 
Universalists, and great admirers of Mr. Win- 
chester, particularly my mother.* My father 
was willing, however, to hear ^ sides of the 
question, and used to visit the chapels of the 
most popular preachers of all denominations. 
His favourite among them, I think, was Mr. 
Worthington, who preached at a chapel in 
Long Acre, and had a strong natural eloquence. 

m 

* The Universalists cannot^ properly speakings be called 
a distinct set^ as they are frequently found scattered amongst 
▼arious denominations. They are so named from holding 
the benevolent opinion that all mankind, nay, even the 
demons themselves^ will be finally restored to happiness, 
through the mercy of Almighty God." — History of All Re- 
iigions and Religious Ceremonies, p. 263. 
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Politics . and divinity occupied almost all the 
conversation that I heard at our fire-side. It 
is a pit/ my father had been so spoilt a child, 
and had got so much out of his sphere ; for he 
could be contented with little. He was one 
of the last of the gentry who retained the old 
fashion of smoking. He indulged in it every 
night before he went to bed, which he did at 
an early hour ; and it was pleasant to see him 
sit, in his tranquil and gentlemanly manner, and 
relate anecdotes of " my Lord North" and the 
Rockingham administration, interspersed with 
those mild puffs and urbane resumptions of 
the pipe. How often have I thought of him 
under this aspect, and longed for the state of 
society that might have encouraged him to be 
more successful! Had he lived twenty years 
longer, he would have thought it was coming. 
He died in the year 1809, aged fifty-seven, and 
was buried in the church-yard in Bishopsgate 
Street. I remember they quarrelled over his 
coffin for the perquisites of the candles ; which 
put me upon a great many reflections, on him 
and the world. 
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family portraits continued. — the 

author's mother. 

My grandfather, by my mother's side, was 
Stephen Shewell, merchant of Philadelphia, 
who sent out his " argosies." His mother was 
a quaker ; and he himself, I believe, descended 
from a quaker stock. He had ships trading to 
England, Holland, and the West Indies, and 
used to put his sons and nephews in them 
as captains, probably to save charges; for, in 
every thing but stocking his cellars with pro- 
vision, he was penurious. For sausages and 

•* botargoes,*' (first authors, perhaps, of the 

« 

jaundice in our blood,) Friar John would have 
commended him. As Chaucer says, 

^^ It snowed^ in his house of meat and drink.'' 

On that side of the family, we seem all sailors 
and rough subjects, with a mitigation of qua- 
kerism ; as, on the father's, we are Creoles and 
daret-drinkers, very polite and clerical. 
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My grandmother's maiden name was Bickley. 
I believe, her family came from Buckingham- 
shire. The coat of arms are three half moons ; 
which I happen to recollect, because of a tra- 
dition we had, that an honourable augmenta- 
tion was made to them of three wheat-sheaves, 
in reward of some gallant achievement per- 
formed in cutting off a convoy of provisions 
by Sir William Bickley, a partizan of the 
House of Orange, who was made a Banneret. 
My grandmother was an open-hearted, cheerful 
woman, of a good healthy blood, and as gene- 
rous as her husband was otherwise. The family 
consisted of five daughters and two sons. One 
of the daughters died unmarried : the three 
surviving ones are now wives, and mothers of 
families, in Philadelphia. They and their hus- 
bands, agreeably to the American law of equal 
division, are in the receipt of a pretty property 
in lands and houses ; our due share of which, 
some inadvertence on our parts appears to have 
forfeited. I confess I often wish, at the closd ' 
of a morning's work, that people were not so 
excessively delicate on legal points, and so 
afraid of hurting the feelings of others, by sup- 
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posing it possible for them to want a little of 
their grandfather's money. But I believe I 
ought to blush, while I say this : and I do. — 
One of my uncles died in England, a mild, 
exoellent creature, more fit for solitude than 
the sea. The other, my uncle Stephen, a fine 
handsome fellow of great good-nature and 
gallantry, was never heard of, after leaving 
the port of Philadelphia for the West Indies. 
He had a practice of carowding too much sail, • 
which is supposed to have been his destruction. 
They said he did it " to get back to his ladies." 
My uncle was the means of saving his namesake, 
ray brother Stephen, from a singular destiny. 
Some Indians, who came into the city to traffic^ 
had been observed to notice my brother a good 
deal. It is supposed they saw in his tall little 
person, dark face, and long black hair, a resem- 
Uance to themselves^ One day they enticed 
him from my grandfather's bouse in Front- 
street, and taking him to the Delaware, which 
was elose by, were carrying him c^ across the 
river, whai his uncle descried them and gave 
the idarm. His threats induced them to come 
bapk; otherwise, it is thought, they intended 
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to carry him into their own quarters, and bring 
him up as an Indian ; so that, instead of a rare 
character of another sort, — an attorney who 
would rather compound a quarrel for his cli- 
ents than get rich by it, — we might have had 
for a brother the Good Buffalo, Bloody Bear, 
or some such grim personage. I will indulge 
myself with the liberty of observing in this 
place, that with great diversity of character 
among us, with strong points of dispute even 
among ourselves, and with the usual amount, 
though not perhaps exactly the like nature, 
of infirmities common to other people, — some 
of us. may be, with greater,— we are all per- 
sons who inherit the power of making sacri- 
fices for the sake of what we consider a prin- 
ciple. 

My grandfather, though intimate with Dr. 
Franklin, was secretly on the British side of 
the question, when the American war broke 
out. He professed to be neutral, and to at- 
tend only to business; but his neutrality did 
not avail him. One of his most valuably laden 
ships was burnt in the Delaware by the Re- 
volutionists, to prevent its getting into the 



THE author's life. 81 

hands of the British ; and besides making free 
with his botargoes, they despatched every 
now and then a file of soldiers to rifle his house 
of every thing else that could be serviceable: 
linen, blankets, &;c. And this, unfortunately, 
was only a taste of what he was to suffer; 
for, emptying his . mercantile stores from time 
to time, they paid him with their continental 
currency, paper-money: the depreciation of 
which was so great as to leave him, at the 
dose of the war, bankrupt of every thing but 
some houses, which his wife brought him; 
they amounted to a sufficiency for the family 
support : and thus, after aU his cunning neu* 
tralities, and his preference of individual to 
public good, he owed aU that he retained to 
a generous and unspeculating woman. His 
saving grace, however, was not on every pos- 
sible occasion confined to his money. He gave 
a very strong instance (for him) of his par- 
tiality to the British cause, by secreting in 
his house a gentleman of the name of Slater, 
who commanded a small armed vessel on the 
Delaware, and who is now residing in London. 
Mr. Slater had been taken prisoner, and con- 

VOL. II. G 
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fined at some miles distance from Philadelphia. 
He contrived to make his escape, and asto* 
nished my grandfather's famUy by appearing 
before them at night, drenched in the rain, 
which descends in torrents in that climate. 
They secreted him for several months, in a 
room at the top of the house. 

My mother, at that time, was a brunette 
with fine eyes, a tall lady-like person, and hair 
blacker than is seen of English growth. It 
was supposed, that the Anglo-Americans 
already began to exhibit the influence of cli- 
mate in their appearance. The late Mr. West 
told me, that if he had met myself or any of 
my brothers in the streets, he should have 
pronounced, without knowing us, that we'were 
Americans. A likeness has been disoov^^red 
between us and some of the Indians in his 
pictures. My mother had no accomplishments 
but the two best of all, a love of nature and 
of books. Dr. Franklin offered to teach her 
the guitar ; but she was too bashful to become 
his pupil. She regretted this afterwards, partly 
no doubt for having missed so illustrious a 
master. Her first child, who died, was named 
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after him. I know not whether the anecdote 
is new ; but I have heard, that when Dr. 
Franklin invented the Harmonica, he con- 
cealed it from his wife, till the instrument 
was fit to play; and then woke her with it 
one night, when she took it for the music 
erf angels. Among the visitors at my grand- 
father's house, besides Franklin, was Thomas 
Paine ; whom I have heard my mother speak 
of, as having a countenance that inspired her 
with terror. I believe his aspect was not cap- 
tivating ; but most likely his political and re- 
ligious opinions did it no good in the eyes 
of the fair loyalist. 

My mother was diffident of her personal 
merit, but she had great energy of principle. 
When' the troubles broke out, and my father 
took that violent part in favour of the King, 
a letter was received by her from a person 
high in authority, stating, that if her husband 
would desist from opposition to the general 
wishes of the Colonists, he should remain in 
security; but that if he thought fit to do 
otherwise, he must suffer the consequences 
which inevitably awaited him. The letter 

G 2 
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concluded with advising her, as she valued her 
husband's and family's happiness, to use her 
influence with him to act accordingly. To 
this, " in the spirit of old Rome and Greece,'* 
as one of her sons has proudly and justly ob- 
served, (I will add, of Old England, and, though 
contrary to her opinions then, of New America 
too,) my mother replied, that she knew her 
husband's mind too well, to suppose for a mo- 
ment that he would so degrade himself; and 
that the writer of the letter entirely mistook 
her, if he thought her capable of endeavour- 
ing to persuade him to any action contrary 
to the convictions of his heart, whatever the 
consequences threatened might be. Yet the 
heart of this excellent woman, strong as it was, 
was aheady beating with anxiety for what 
might occur ; and on the day when my father 
was seized, she fell into a fit of the jaundice, 
so violent, as to affect her ever afterwards, aiid 
subject a previously fine constitution to every 
ill that came across it. 

^ It was about two years before my mother 
could set off* with her children for England. 
She embarked in the Earl of Effingham fri- 
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gate. Captain Dempster; who, from the mo- 
ment she was drawn up the sides of the vessel 
with her little boys, conceived a pity and re- 
spect for her, and paid her the most cordial 
attention. In truth, he felt more pity for her 
than he chose to express ; for the vessel was 
old and battered, and he thought the voyage 
not without danger. Nor was it. They did 
very well till they came off the Scilly islands, 
when a storm arose which threatened to sink 
them. The ship was with difficulty kept 
above water. Here my mother again showed 
how courageous her heart could be, by the 
very strength of its tenderness. There was 
a lady in the vessel, who had betrayed weak- 
nesses of various sorts during the voyage ; and 
♦ who even went so far as to resent the supe- 
rior opinion, which the gallant Captain could 
not help entertaining of her fellow-passenger. 
My mother, instead of giving way to tears and 
lamentations, did all she could to keep up the 
spirits of her children. The lady in question 
did the reverse ; and my mother, feeling the 
necessity of the case, and touched with pity 
for children in the same danger as her own. 
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was at length moved to break through the 
delicacy she had observed, and expostulate 
strongly with her, to the increased admiration 
of the Captain, who congratulated himself on 
having a female passenger so truly worthy of 
the name of woman. Many years afterwards, 
near the - same spot, and during a similar 
danger, her son, the writer of this book, with 
a wife and seven children around him, had 
occasion to call her to mind ; and the example 
was of service even to him, a man. It was 
thought a miracle that the Earl ofJEffingham 
was saved. It was driven into Swansea bay : 
and borne along, by the heaving might of the 
waves, into a shallow, where no vessel of so 
large a size ever appeared before ; nor could it 
ever have got there, but by so unwonted an 
overlifting. 

Having been bom nine years later than the 
youngest of my brothers, I have no recollec- 
tion of my mother's earlier aspect. Her eyes 
were always fine, and her person lady-like; 
her hair also retained its colour for a long 
period; but her brown complexion had been 
exchanged for a jaundiced one, which she 
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retained through life ; and her cheeks were sun- 
ken, and her mouth drawn down with sorrow 
at the comers. She retained the energy of her 
character on greait occasions ; but her spirit in 
ordinary was weakened, and she looked at the 
bustle and discord of the present state of so- 
ciety with a frightened aversion. ]y^ father's 
danger, and the war-whoops of the Indians, 
which she heard in Philadelphia, had shaken 
her soul as well as frame. The sight of two 
men fighting in the streets would drive her in 
tearjs down another road; and I remember, 
when we lived near the Park, she would take 
me a long circuit out of the way, ratlier than 
hazard the spectacle of the soldiers. Little 
did she think of the timidity into which she 
was thus inoculating me ; and what difficulty 
I should have, when I went to school, to sus- 
tain all those fine theories, and that unbend- 
ing resistance to oppression, which she incul- 
cated upon me. However, perhaps it ulti- 
mately turned out for the best. One must 
feel more than usual for the sore places of 
humanity, even to fight properly in their be- 
half. Never shall 1 forget her face, as it used 
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to appear to me coming up the cloistei^, with 
that weary hang of the head on one side, and 
that melancholy smile ! 

One holiday^ in a severe winter, as she was 
taking me home, she was petitioned for charity 
by a woman, sick and ill clothed. It was 
in Blackfriars' Road ; I think about midway. 
My mother, with the tears in her eyes, turned 
up a gateway, or some such place, and, beckon- 
ing the woman to follow, took off her flannel 
petticoat, and gave it her. It is supposed that a 
cold which ensued, fixed the rheumatism upon 
her for life. Actions like these have doubtless 
been often performed, and do not of necessity 
imply any great virtue in the performer ; but 
they do, if they are of a piece with the rest 
of the character. Saints have been made for 
actions no greater. 

The reader will allow me to quote a passage 
out of a poem of mine, because it was suggest- 
ed by a recollection I had upon me of this ex- 
cellent woman. It is almost the only passage 
in that poem worth repeating: which I men- 
tion, in order that he may lay the quotation 
purely to its right account, and not suppose I 
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am anxious to repeat my verses because I fancy 
I cannot write bad ones. In every thing but 
the word " happy," the picture is from life. 
The bird spoken of is the nightingale^ — the 

" Bird of wakeful glow 
Whose loader song is like the voice of hte, 
Triumphant o'er death's image ; but whose deep> 
Low^ lonelier note is like a gentle wife^ 
A poor^ a pensive^ yet a happy one^ 
Stealing, when daylight's common tasks are done. 
An hour for mother*s work ; and singing low. 
While her tired husband and her children sleep/' 

I have spoken of my mother during my 
father's troubles in England. She stood by 
him through them all ; and in every thing did 
more honour to marriage, than m.arriage did 
good to either of them: for it brought little 
happiness to her, and too many children to 
both. Of his changes of opinion, as well as of 
fortune, she partook also. She became an Uni- 
tarian, an Universalist, a Republican; and in 
her new opmions, as in her old, was apt, I sus- 
pect, to be a little too peremptory, and to won- 
der at those who could be of the other side. It 
was her only fault. I believe she would have 
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mended it, had she lived till now. I have been 
thought, in my time, to speak in unwarrant- 
able terms of kings and princes. I think I did, 
and that society is no longer to be bettered in 
that manner, but in a much calmer and nobler 
way. But I was a witness, in my childhood, 
to a great deal of suffering; I heard of more aU 
over the world ; and kings and princes bore a 
great share in the causes to which they were 
traced. Some of those causes were not to be 
denied. It is now understood, on all hands, 
that the continuation of the American war 
was owing to the personal stubbornness erf the 
Kmg. My mother, in her indignation at him, 
for being the cause of so much unnecessary 
bloodshed, thought that the unfortunate ma- 
lady into which he fell, was a judgment on 
him from Providence. The truth is, it was 
owing to mal-organization, and to the diseases 
of his father and mother. Madness, indeed, 
considered as an overwrought state of the will 
may be considered as the natural malady of 
kings. They are in a false position, with re- 
gard to the rest of society ; and their marriages 
with none but each other's families tend to give 
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the race its last deterioration. But, in the case 
of the late unhappy monarch, the causes were 
obvious. My mother would now have rea- 
soned better. She would have increased her 
stock of experience and observation; and, in 
addition to her excellent understanding, she 
would have had the light of modern philoso- 
phy, l^ which Christianity itself is better read. 
After all, her intolerance was only in theory. 
When any thing was to be done, charity in 
" her always ran before faith. If she could have 
served and benefited the King himself person- 
afly, indignation would soon have given way 
to humanity. She had a high opinion of every 

thing that was decorous and feminine on the 

« 

part of a wife; yet when a poor violent wo- 
man, the wife of a very amiable and exemplary 
preacher, went so far on one occasion as to bite 
his hand in a fit of jealous rage as he was going 
to ascend his pulpit, (and he preached with it 
in great pain,) she was the only female of all 
her acquaintance that continued to visit her ; 
alleging, that she wanted society and comfort 
so much the more. She had the highest no- 
tions of chastity ; yet when a servant came to 
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her, who could get no place because she had 
had a child, my mother took her mto her fa- 
mily, upon the strength of her candour and 
her destitute condition, and was served with 
an affectionate gratitude. 

My mother's favourite books were " Dr. 
Young's Night Thoughts," (which was a pity,) 
and Mrs. Rowe's " Devout Exercises of the 
Heart," She was very fond of poetry, and 
used to hoard my verses in her pocket-book, 
and encourage me to write, by showing them 
to the Wests, and the Thorntons ; the latter, 
her dearest friends, loved and honoured her to 
the last : and, I believe, they retain their regard 
for the family, politics notwithstanding. My 
mother's last illness was very long, and was 
tormented with rheumatism. I envy my bro- 
ther Robert the recollection of the filial atten- 
tions he paid her ; but they shall be as much 
known as I can make them, not because he is 
my brother, (which is nothing,) but because he 
was a good son, which is much; and every 
good son and mother will be my warrant. My 
other brothers, who were married, were away 
with their families ; and I, who ought to have 



THE author's life. 9S 

attended more, was as giddy as I was young, 
or rather a great deal more so. I attended, but 
not enough. How often have we occasion to 
wish that we coidd be older or younger than 
we are, according as we desire to have the be* 
nefit of gaiety or experience ! — Her greatest 
pleasure during her decay was to lie on a sofa, 
looking at the setting sun. She used to liken 
it to the door of heaven ; and fancy her lost 
children there, waiting for her. She died in 
the fifty-third year of her age, in a little mi- 
niature house which stands in a row behind 
the church that has been since built in Somers 
Town; and was buried, as she had always 
wished to be, in the church-yard of Hampstead. 



FAMILY PORTEAITS CONTINUED. — THE LATE 
ME. WEST, AND HIS GALLERY. 

The two principal houses at which I visited 
when a boy, till the arrival of our relations 
from the West Indies, were Mr. West's (late 
President of the Academy), in Newman-street, 
and Mr. Grodfrey Thornton's (of the celebrated 
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mercantile family), in Austin Friars. How I 
loved the graces in one, and every thing in the 
other ! Mr. West had bought his house, not 
long, I believe, after he c^me to England ; and 
he had added a gallery at the back of it, ter- 
minating in a couple of lofty rooms. The gal- 
lery was a continuation of the hall-passage, and, 
together with the rooms, formed three sides of 
a garden, very small but elegant, with a grass- 
plot in the middle, and busts upon stands 
under an arcade. In the interior, the gallery 
made an angle at a little distance as you went 
up it; then a shorter one, and then took a 
longer stretch into the two rooms : and it was 
hung with his sketches and other pictures all 
the way. In a corner between the two angles, 
and looking down the longer part of the gal- 
lery, was a study, with casts of Venus and 
Apollo on each side the door. The two 
rooms contained the largest of his pictures ; 
and in the farther one. after stepping softly 
down the gallery, as if respecting the dumb 
life on the walls, you generally found the mild 
and quiet artist at his work; happy, for he 
thought himself immortal. 
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I need not enter into the merits of an artist 
who is -so well known, and has been so often 
criticised. He was a man with regular, mild 
features ; and, though of Quaker origin, had 
the look of what he was, a painter to a court. 
His appearance was so gentlemanly, that, the 
moment he changed his gown for a coat, he 
seemed to be fuU-dressed. The simplicity and 
self-possession of the young Quaker, not hav- 
ing time enoiigh to grow stiff, (for he went 
early to study at Rome,) took up, I suppose, 
with more ease than most would have done, 
the urbanities of his new position. And what 
simpUdty helped him to, favour would retain. 
Yet this man, so well bred, and so indisputably 
clever in his art, (whatever might be the 
amount of his genius,) had received so careless, 
or so homely an education when a boy, that he 
could hardly read. He pronounced also some 
of his words, in reading, with a puritanical 
barbarism, such as haive for hme, as some peo- 
ple pronounce when they sing psalms* But 
this was perhaps an American custom. My 
mother, who both read and spoke remarkably 
well, would say haive, and shaul (for shaff). 
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when she sung her hymns. But it was not so 
well in reading lectures at the Academy. Mr. 
West would talk of his art all day long, paint- 
ing all the while. On other subjects he was 
not so fluent ; and on political and religious 
matters he tried hard to maintain the reserve 
common with those about a court. He succeed- 
ed ill in both. There were always strong suspi- 
cions of his leaning to his native side in politics ; 
and during Bonaparte's triumph, he could not 
contain his enthusiasm for the Bepublican chief, 
going even to Paris to pay him his homage, 
when First Consul. The admiration of high 
colours and powerful effects, natural to a paint- 
er, was too strong for him. How he managed 
this matter with the higher powers in England, 
I cannot say. Probably he was the less heed- 
ful, inasmuch as he was not very carefully paid. 
I believe he did a great deal for the late King, 
with very little profit. The honour in these 
cases is too apt to be thought enough. Mr. 
West certainly kept his love for Bonaparte no 
secret ; and it was no wonder, for the conquer- 
or expressed an admiration of his pictures. He 
thought his smUe enchanting, and that he had 
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the handsomest leg and thigh he had. ever se&k. 
He was present when the " Venus de Medids" 
was talked of, the French having just then taken 
possession of her. Bonaparte^ Mr. West said, 
turned round to those about him, and said* 
with his eyes lit up, ** She's coming!" as if he 
had be«i talking of a living person. I believe 
he retained for the 'Emperor the love that he 
had had for the First Consul, a wedded love, 
" for better, for worse." However, I believe 
also that he retained it after the Emperor's 
downfal ; which is not what every pamter did. 
But I am getting out of my chronology. 
The quiet of Mr. Wesf s gallery, the tranquil, 
intent beauty of the statues^ and the subjects 
of some of the pictures, particularly Death on 
the Pale Horse, the Deluge, the Scotch King 
hunting the Stag, Moses on Mount Sinai, Christ 
Healing the Sick, (a sketch,) Sir Philip Sidney 
giving up the Water to the Dying Soldier, the 
Installation of the Knights of the Garter, and 
Ophelia before the King and Queen, (one of 
the best things he ever did,) made a great im- 
pression upon me. My mother and I used to 
go down the gallery together, as if we were 

VOL. II. H 



98 RBCOLLECTIONS OF 

treading on wool She was m the habit of 
stoppmg to look at some of the pictures, par^ 
ticularly the Deluge tod the Ophelia, with 
a countenance quite awe^tricken. She used 
also to point out to me the subjects relating to 
Mberty and patriotism, and the domestic affect 
tions. Agrippina bringing home the ashes of 
Germanicus was a great favourite with her. - I 
remember, too, the awful delight afforded us 
,by the Angel slaying the Army of Senna- 
cherib ; a bright figure lording it in the air, 
with a chaos of human beings below. 

As Mr. West was almost sure to be found at 
work, in the farthest room, habited in his white 
woollen gown ; so you might have predicated, 
with equal certainty, that Mrs. West was sitting 
in the parlour reading. I used to think, that if I 
had such a parlour to sit in, I should do just as 
she did. It was a good-sized room, with two 
windows looking out on the little garden I 
spoke of, and opening to it from one of them 
by a flight of isteps. The garden, with its busts 
in it, and the pictures which you knew were 
on the other side of its wall, had an Italiw 
look. The room was hung with engravings 



THE author's life. 99 

and coloured prints. Among them was the 
Lion's Hunt, from Rubens; the Hierarchy 
with the Gk>dhead, from Raphael, whiph I 
hardly thought it right to look at ; and two 
screens "by the fireside, containing prints, from 
Angelica Kaufiman, of the Loves of Angelica 
and Medoro, which I could have looked at 
from morning to jiight Angelica's intent 
eyes, I thought, had the best of it ; but I 
thought so without knowing why. This gave 
me a love for Ariosto before I knew him. I? 
got Hoole's translation, but could make nothing 
of ili. Angelica KaufFman seamed to me to 
have done nmch more for her namesake. She 
could see farther into a pair of eyes than Mr, 
Hoole with bis spectades. This reminds m^ 
th^t I ^uld make as little of Pope's Hom^j 
which a schoolfbllow of mine was always read« 
ing, dtid which I was ashamed of hot being able 
to like. It was iiot diat I did not admire 
Pope ; but the words in his translation always 
took precedence in 'my mind of the thix^i and 
the unvarying sweetness of his versiificajtion 
tired me before I knew the reason. Thils did 
not hinder me 9£liei!wsr6s from trying to imv- 

H S 
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tate it; nor from succeeding, as every body 
else succeeds. It is his wit and closeness that 
are the difficult things, and that make him 
what he is ; — a truism, which the mistakes of 
critics on divers sides have made it but too 
warrantable to repeat. 

Mrs. West and my mother used to talk of 
old times, and Philadelphia, and my father*s 
prospects at court. I sat apart with a book, 
from which I stole glances at Angelica. I had 
a habit at that time of holding my breath, 
which forced me every now and then to take 
long sighs. Mrs. .West would offer me a bribe 
not to sigh. I would earn it once or twice ; 
but the sighs were sure to return. These 
wagers I did not care for; but I remeniber 
being greatly mortified when Mr. West offisred 
me half-a-crown if I would solve the old ques- 
tion of " Who was the father of Zebedee's 
children ?" and I could not teU him. He never 
made his appearance till dinner, and returned 
to his pidnting-room directly after it. And so 
at tea-time. The talk was very quiet; the 
neighbourhood quiet; the servants quiet; 
I thought the very squirrel in the cage would 
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have made a greater noise any where else. 
James the porter, a fine tall fellow, who figured 
in his master's pictures as an apostle, was as 
quiet as he was strong. Standing for his pic- 
ture had become a sort of religion with hinu 
Even the butler, with his little twinkling eyes, 
fun of pleasant conceit, vented his notions of 
himself in half tones and whispers. This was 
a strange fantastic person. He got my brother 
Robert to take a likeness of him, small enough 
to be contained in a shirt pin. It was thought 
that his twinkling eyes, albeit not young, had 
some fair cynosure in the neighbourhood. 
What was my brother's amazement, when, the 
next time he saw him, the butler said, with a 
&ce of enchanted satisfaction, " Well, Sir, you 
see !" making a movement at the same time 
with the frill at his waistcoat. The miniature 
that was to be given to the object of his af- 
fections, had been given accordingly. It was 
in his own bosom. 
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EARLY FBIENDS. — FAMILY OF THE 

THORNTONS. 

r Notwithstanding my ddight with the 
house at the West end of the town, it was 
not to compare with my beloved one in the 
City. There was quiet in the one ; there were 
beautiful statues and pictures; and there was 
my Angelica for me, with her intent eyes, at 
the fif^side. But, besides quiet in the other, 
there was cordiality, and there was muftic^ and 
a family brimful of hospitieility and good^na- 
ture, and dear Almeria T. (now Mrs. P — --e,) 
who in vain pretends that she ib growing old^ 
which is what she never did, shall, would, 
might, should, or could do. Those were in- 
deed holidays, on which I used to go to Austin 
Friars. The House (such, at leai^t, are my boy- 
ish recoDections) was of the description I have 
been ever fondest of, — large, rambling, old- 
fashioned, solidly built, resembling the man- 
sions about Highgate and other old villages. 
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It was furnished as became the bouse of a 
rich merchant and a sensible man, the comfort 
predominating over the costliness. At the 
back was a garden with a lawn ; and a pri« 
vate door opened info another garden, belong- 
ing to the Company of Drapers; so that, what 
with the secluded nature of the street itself, and 
these verdant places bdbind it, it was truly rus 
in urhe^ and a retreat. When I turned down 
the archway, I held my mothers hand tighter 
with pleasure, and was full of expectation, and 
joy, and respect. My first delight was in 
mounting the staircase to the rooms of the 
young Iddies, setting my eyes on the comely 
and sparkling countenance of my fair friend, 
with her romantic name, and turning over, for 
the hundredth time, the books in her library. 
What she did with the volumes of the Turk- 
ish Spy, what they meant, or tvhat amusement 
she could extract from them, was an eternal 
mystification to me. Not long ago, meeting 
with a copy of the book accidentally, I pounced 
upon my old acquaintance, and found him to 
contain better and more amusing stufi^ than 
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people would suspect from his dry look and 
his obsolete politics.* The face of tenderness 
and respect with which A used to wel- 
come my mother, springing forward with her 
fine buxom figure to supply the strength which 
the other wanted, and showing what an equal- 
ity of love there may be between youth and 
middle-age, and rich and poor, I should never 
cease to love her for, had she not been, as she 
was, one of the best-natured persons in the 
world in every thing. I havq not seen her 
now for many years ; but, with that same face, 
whatever change she may pretend to find it, 
she wiU go to Heaven; for it is the face of 
her spirit. A good heart never grows old. 

Of George T , her brother, who will par^ 

don this omission of his worldly titles, what- 
ever they may be, I have a similar kind of 

* The Turkish Spy is a sort of philosophical newspaper 
in volumes ; and, under a mask of bigotry, speculates very 
freely on all subjects. It is said to have been written by an 
Italian Jesuit of the name of Marana. The first volume has 
been attributed^ however, to Sir Roger Manley, father of the 
author of the Atalantis ; and the rest to Dr. Midgeley, a 
fnead of his. 
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recollection, in its proportion ; for, though we 
knew him thoroughly, we saw him less. The 
sight of his face was an additional sunshine to 
my holiday. He was very generous and band* 
some-minded ; a genuine human being. Mrs* 

T , the mother, a very lady-like woman, in 

a delicate state oi health, we usually - found 
reclining on a sofa, always ailing, but always 
with a smile for us. The father, a man of 
a large habit of body, panting with asthma, 
whom we seldom saw but at dinner, treated us 
with all the family delicacy, and would have 
me come and sit next him, which I did with 
a mixture of joy and dread ; for it was painful 
to hear him breathe. I dwell the more upon 
these attentions, because the school that I was 
in held a sort of equivocal rank in point of 
what is called respectability; and it was no 
less an honour to another, than to ourselves, to 
know when to place us upon a liberal footing* 
Young as I was, I felt this point strongly ; and 
was touched with as grateful a tenderness to- 
wards those who treated me handsomely, as I 
retreated inwardly upon a proud consciousness 
of my Greek and Latin, when the supercilious 
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would have humbled me. Blessed house f 
May a blessing be upon your rooms, and your 
lawn, and your neighbouring garden, and the 
quiet old monastic name of your street ! and 
4nay it never be a thoroughfare ! and may all 
your inmates be happy ! Would to God one 
could renew, at a moment's notice, the happy 
hours we have enjoyed in past times, with the 
same circles, and in the same houses ! A pla- 
net with such a privilege would be a great lift 
nearer Heaven, What prodigious evenings, 
reader, we would have of it ! What fine pieces 
of childhood, of youth, of manhood — ay, and 
of age, as long as our friends lasted ! The old 
gentleman in Gil Bias, who complained that 
the peaches were not so fine as they used to be 
when he was young, had more reason than 
appears on the face of it. He missed not only 
his former palate, but the places he ate in them, 
and those who ate them with him. I have 
been told, that the cranberries I have met with 
since must be as fine as those I got with the 
T.'s ; as large and as juicy ; and that they came 
from the same place. For all that, I never 
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ate a cranbeny-taTt since I dined in Awt«iA- 
Friars. 



FAMILY PORTEAITS RESUMED.^ — MORE WEST 
INDIANS. — ^A schoolboy's FIRST LOTE. 

I SHOULD have fallen in love with A. T., had 
I been old enough. As it was, my first fiame^ 
or my first notion of a flame, which is the same 
thing in those days, was for my giddy cousin 
Fan, a quicksilver West Indian. Her mo- 
ther, the aunt I spoke of, had just come from 
Barbadoes with her two daughters and a sister. 
She was a woman of a princely spirit; and 
having a good property, and every wish to 
make her rdations more comfortable, she did 
so. It became holiday with us all. My mo- 
ther raised her head ; my father grew young 
ag£dn ; my cousin Kate conceived a regard for 
one of my brothers, and married him ; and 
for my part, besides my pictures and Italian 
garden at Mr. West's, and my beloved old 
ikiglish house in Austin-Friars, I had now an- 
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other paradise in Great Ormond-street. My 
aunt had something of the West Indian pride, 
but all in a good spirit, and was a mighty cul- 
tivator of the gentilities, inward as well as 
outward. I did not dare to appear before her 
with dirty hands, she would have rebuked me 
so handsomely. For some reason or other, tiie 
marriage of my brother and his cousin was kept 
secret a little while. I became acquainted with 
it by chance, coming in upon a holiday, the 
day the ceremony took place. Instead of 
keeping me out of the secret by a trick, they 
very wisely resolved upon trusting me with it, 
and relying upon my honour. My honour 
happened to be put to the test, and I came off 
with flying colours. It is to this circumstance 
I trace the religious idea I have ever smce en- 
tertained of keeping a secret. I went with the 
bride and bridegroom to church, and remem- 
ber kneeling apart and weeping bitterly. My 
tears were unaccountable to me then. Doubt- 
less they were owing to an instinctive sense of 
the great change that was taking place in the 
lives of two human beings, and of the unal- 
terableness of the engagement. Death and 
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Life seem to come together on these occasions^ 
like awful guests at a feast, and look one an- 
other in the face. 

It was not with such good effect that my 
aiint raised my notions of a schoolboy's pocket- 
money to half-crowns, and crowns, and half- 
guineas. My father and mother were both as 
generous as daylight ; but they could not give 
what they had not. I had been unused to spend- 
ing, and accordingly I spent with a vengeance. I 
remember a ludicrous instance. The first half- 
guinea that I received brought about me a con- 
sultation of companions to know how to get rid 
of it. One shilling was devoted to peari^ another 
to apples, another to cakes, and so on, all to be 
bought immediately, as they were ; till coming 
to the sixpence, and being struck with a re- 
collection that I ought to do something use- 
ful with tiiat, I bought sixpenn'orth of shoe- 
strings : these, no doubt, vanished like the rest 
The next half-guinea came to the knowledge 
of the master : he interfered, which was. one of 
his proper actions ; and my aunt practised mete 
sdf^enial in future. 

Our new £Gunily from abroad were true West 
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Indians^ or, as they would have phrased it; 
" true BaAxidians bom " They were generous^ 
warm-tempered, had- great good-nature; were 
proud, but not unpleasantly so ; lively, yet in- 
dolent; temperately epicurean in their diet; 
fond of company, and dandng, and muaic ; 
and lovers of show, but far from withholding 
tile substance. I speak chiefly of the mother 
and daughters. My other aunt, an eldedy 
maiden, who piqued heiiself on the delicacy of 
her hands and ankles, and made you und^v 
stand how many suitors she had refused (for 
which she expressed any thing but repentance^ 
being extoemely vexed), was not deficient in 
complexional good^nature; but she was nar* 
row-minded, and seemed to care for nothing in 
the world but two tilings : first, for her dder 
niece Kate, whom she had helped to nurse ; 
and second, for a becoming set-out of eofi^ 
and buttered toast, particularly of a moming; 
when it was taken up to her in bed, witii a 
salver and other necessaries of life. Yes ; there 
was one more indispensable thing, — slavery. It 
was frightful to hear her smi^ mouth andilatUe 
mincing tones assert the necessity not only of 
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daves,. biit of mbu&t coiporal punishmait to 
keep them tx) their duty. But she did thi% 
because her waiit of ideas could do no other-- 
wisew Having had slaves, she wondered how 
miy body could object to so natural and kdy^ 
lii^ an estaMishmenit. Late in life, i^e took 
to fancying that every polite old gentleman 
was in love with her ;. and thus she lived on^ 
till her dying moment, in a flutter of expecta- 
lion. 

The blaok servant must have puzded this 
aunt of mine sometimes; All the wonder of 
which ^e wa» capaWe, he oertaudy must hav« 
roused, not without a ** quaver of constema^ 
tion." This man had oome over with tbem 
£hom the West Indies. He waa a slave on my 
awmt's estate, and as such demeaned hixhsd^ 
till he learnt that there was no such ^sdAg aa a 
slave in England ; that the moment ia man seta 
his foot on English ground he- was free. I 
cannot help smiling to think of the. bewildered 
astofushment into wfakh his* first overf-^dst, in 
ccmsequenice of this knowiedge, skuisthaver put 
my poor aunt Courthope (for that was her 
Chriatian naflM). Most Ukely it broke cut ift 
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the shape of some remonstrance about his fel- 
low-servant. He partook of the pride common 
to all the Barbadians, black as well as white ; 
and the maid-servants tormented him. I ie^ 
member his coming up in the parloiu" one day^ 
and making a ludicrous representation of the 
afifronts put upon his office and person, inter* 
spersing his chattering and gesticulations with 
explanatory dumb show. One of them was a 
pretty girl, who had manoeuvred till she got 
him stuck in a corner ; and he insisted upon 
teUing us all that she said iand did. His respect 
for himself had naturally increased since he 
became free ; but he did not know' what to do 
with it. Poor Samuel was not ungenerous, 
after his fashion. He also wished, with his 
freedom, to acquire a freeman's knowledge, but 
stuck fast at pothooks and hangers. To frame 
a written B he pronounced a thing impossible. 
Of his powers on the violin he made us more 
sensible^ not without frequent remonstrances, 
which it must have taken aU my aunt's good- 
nature to make her repeat. He had left two 
wives in Barbadoes, one of whom was brought 
to-bed of a son a little after he came away. 
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For this son he wanted a name, that was to be 
new, sounding, and long^ They referred him 
to the reader df Homer and YirgiL With 
classical names he was welL acquainted> Mars 
and Vmius being among his most intimate 
friends, besides Jupiters and Adonises, and 
Dianas with large families. At length we 
succeeded with Neoptolemus. He said he had 
never heard it before ; and he made me write 
it for him in a great text hand, that there 
might be no mistake. 

My aunt took a country-house at Merton, 
in Surrey, where I passed three of. the happiest 
weeks of my life. It was the custom at our 
^hool, in those days, to allow us only one set 
of unbroTcen hoUdays during the whole- time 
we were there, — I mean, holidays in which we 
remained away from school by night as well 
as by day. The period was always in August. 
Imagine a schoolboy passionately fond of the 
green-fields, who had never slept out of the 
beart of the city for years. It was a compen- 
sation even for the pang of leaving my friend ; 
and then what letters I would write to him. 
And what letters I did write ! What full mea- 

VOL. II. I 
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fitlr^ of affection pi^essed down, and running 
0V€fr ! I reiad, walked, had a garden and or* 
(3hai-d to run in ; and fields that I could have 
tolled in, to have my will of thetn« My fkther 
ai*coihpanied me to Wimbledon to see Home 
*l^o6ke, who patted me on the head. I fdit 
very diffei^ently under his hand^ and under that 
of the Bishop of London, when he eon&med 
a drowd of us in St. PauFs. Not that I 
thought 6f politics, though I had a sense of 
his being a patriot ; but patriotism, as well as 
eVeiry thing else, was connected ki my mind 
with something classical, and Home Tooke 
held his political reputation with ihe by 
the Same tenure that he held his fame for 
leartiing and grammatical knowledge. " The 
learned Home Tooke" was the designation by 
which I styled him in some verses I wrote ; 
in which verses, by the way, with a poetical 
licence which would have been thought more 
ckssical by Queen Elizabeth than my mast^l*, 
1 called my aunt a ** nymph." In the cerfr- 
taony of confirmation by the Bishop, there 
was something tod official, and like a de4)at<^ 
of business, to excite my veneration. My 
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head* only afitidpatlsd the earning of his hand, 
trfth a thrill in Mie licalp'. and wh^ it camd, 
ft tiekled me. My cousins had the cekbiatied 
Dr. Calcott for d mttsip-master. The ilactbiv 
who Was a Scholar and a great reader, was so 
pleased with me one day for being able to 
fran^ati^ the beginning of Xenophon's An*, 
badiii, ^one of out* school-booki^) that he took 
me out with him to Nunn's, the bookseller's 
in Great Queen Street, and made me a pre- 
sent of " Schrevelius's lieiticon." When he 
eame down to Merton, hfe let me ride his 
horse. What days were those! Instead dS 
being roused against my will by a belij I 
jtttn{>ed up with the lark, and strolled "iout 
of bounds." Instead of bread and water for 
breakfest, I had eoffee and tea, and battened 
toast: for dinner, not a hunk of bread ai^ 
a modicum of hard meat, or a bowl of pre- 
tended broth; but fish, aind fowl, and noUe 
hot joints, and puddings, and sweets, and 
Gnal^ii jdUies, and other West Indian mys-> 
teffes of peppers and preserves, and wine : 
tmd then I had tea ; said 1 sat up to supper 
like a man, and lived so well, that I might 

I 2 
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have heen very ill, had I not run about all 
the rest of the day. My strolls about the 
fields with a book were full of happiness: 
only my dress used to get me stared at by 
the villagers. Walking one day by the little 
river Wandle, I came upon one of the love- 
liest girls I ever beheld, standing in the water 
with bare legs, washing some linen. She turn- 
ed, as she was stooping, and showed a bloom- 
ing oval face with blue eyes, on either side 
of which flowed a profusion of fliaxen locks. 
With the exception of the colour of the hair, 
it was like Raphael's own head turned into- 
a peasant girl's. The eyes were full of gentle 
astonishment at the sight of me; and mine 
must have wondered no less. However, I 
was prepared for such wonders. It was only 
one of my poetical visions realized, and I ex- 
pected to find the world full of them. What 
she thought of my blue skirts and yellow 
stockings, is not so clear. She did not,' how- 
ever, haunt me with my "petticoat," as the 
^Is in the streets of London would do, mak^ 
ing me blush, as I thought they ought to have 
done instead. My beauty in the brook was 
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too gentle and diffident : at least I thought 
tso, and my own heart did not contradict me. 
I then took every beauty for an Arcadian» 
and every brook for a fairy stream ; and the 
reader would be surprised, if he knew to what 
an extent I have a similar tendency still. I 
find the same possibilities by another path. 

I do not remember whether an Abb^ Paris, • 
who taught my cousins French, used to see 
them in the country ; but I never shall forget 
him m Ormond Street He was an emigrant, 
very gentlemanly, with a face of remarkable 
. benignity, and a voice that became it. He 
spoke English in a slow manner, that was very 
graceful. I shall never forget his saying one 
day, in answer to somebody who pressed him 

« 

on the subject, and in the mildest of tones, that 
without doubt it was impossible to be saved 
out of the pale of the Catholic Church. This 
made a strong impression upon me. One con- 
trast of this sort reminds me of another. My 
aunt Courthope had something growing out 
on one of her knuckles, which she was afraid 
to let a surgeon look at. There was a Dr. 
Chapman, a West India physician, who came 
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to see us, a person of great suavity of man- 
ners, with all that air of languor and want 
of energy which the West Indians oft^n ex- 
hi1»t. HJB was in the habit of inquiring, wi^h 
the softest roice in the world, how my aunt's 
hand was; and coming one day upon us in 
the midst of dinner, and sighing forth his 
usual question, she gave it him over t^erjsiiaul- 
der to look at. In a moment she shriel^^d, and 
the swdUng was gone. The meekest of doc- 
tors had done it away with his lancet. 

1 had no drawback on my felicity at Merton^ 
with the exception of an occasional p?tng at p^y 
friend's absence, and a new vexation that sur- 
prised and mortified me. I had been accuse 
tomed at school to sleep with sixty boys in th^ 
Toaax, and some old night-fears that used to 
haunt me were forgotten. No manticon^s 
there! — no old men crawling on the floor! 
'What was my diagrin, when on sleeping s^lone^ 
after so long a period, I found my terrors come 
baek again ! — not, indeed, in all the sam^ 
shapes. Beasts could frighten me no longer ; 
but I was at the mercy of any other ghostly 
fiction that I presented to my mind crawling 
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w ramping. I struggled l^d to spy nothii^ 

* 

about it ; but my ^hyu bc^n to b^ di$oo}ou]|^e4 
with fe^r of mj iiigjits ; ap4 wHh unttttera|)lp 
hmftiU^tien I bagged tibat ttie £oo(iin9i| might 
be ullow^ to sleep in the swne room. Lrucld^y, 
my request was att^ded to ip the kindest and 
mofit reconciling manner. I wits pitied for my 
feavs^ but praised for my candour — ^a balaiice 
of qualities, which^ I have reason to believe, 
did me a service far beyond that, pf tl]|ie 
mpipent SamuL^, who, fortunately for my 
shgmc, had a great respect for fear of thi^ 
kind, hfd kds bed removed accordingly into n^ 
rooHi. He used to entertain me at night wife^i 
stones of Barbadoes and the ne^oes ; apd in a 
few days I was reassured and happy. 

It was then (Oh shame thfit I mjiiat q^^k ojf 
fa^* lady after confessing a li^aft so faint !)— ijt 
was then, that I fell in love with my cou^i^ 
Fan. However, I would hav^ fought 9)1 h^ 
young acquaintances round for her, timid as J. 
was, and littile incUned to pugn^idty. 

Fanny was a lass of fifteen, with little laughr 
ing eyes, and a mouth tike a plum. 1 wai; 
then (I feci as if I ought to be ashamed to say 
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it) not more than thirteen, if so old ; but I had 
read Tooke*s Pantheon, and came of a precocious 
race. My cousin came of one too, and was 
about to be married to a handsome young fel- 
low of three-and-twenty. I thought nothing 
of this, for nothing could be more innocent 
than my intentions. I was not old enough, or 
grudging enough, or whatever it was, even to 
be jealous. I thought every body must love 

Fanny D ; and if she did not leave me 

out in permitting it, I was satisfied. It was 
enough for me to be with her as long as I 
could; to gaze on her with delight, as she 
floated hither and thither ; and to sit on the 
stiles in the neighbouring fields, thinking of 
Tooke*s Pantheon. My friendship was greater 
than my love. Had my favourite schoolfellow 
been ill, or otherwise demanded my return, I 
should certainly have chosen his society in 
preference. Three-fourths of my heart were 
devoted to friendship ; the rest was in a vague 
dream of beauty, and female cousins, and 
nymphs, and green fields, and a feeling which, 
though of a warm nature, was full of fear and 
respect. Had the jade put me on the least 
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equality of footing as to age, I know not what 
change might have heen wrought in me ; but 
though too young herself for the serious duties 
she was about to bring on her, and full of suf* 
fident levity and gaiety not to be uninterested 
with the little black-eyed schoolboy that lin* 
gered about her, my vanity was well paid off 
by her's, for she kept tne at a distance by call- 
ing me jpetk gar^on. This was no better than 
the assumption of an elder sister in her teens 
over a younger one ; but the latter feels it, 
nevertheless ; and I persuaded myiself that it 
was particularly cruel. I wished the Abb^ 
Paris at Jamaica with his French. Tha:e 
would she come in her frock and tucker, 
(for she had not yet left off either,) her curls 
dancing, and her hands clasped together in 
the enthusiasm of something to tdl me, and 
when I flew to meet her, forgetting the diflferr 
ence of ages, and alive only to my charming 
cousin, she would repress me with a little fillip 
on the cheek, and say, " Well,^ petk garfim, 
what do jrou think of th«t ?* The worst of it 
was, that this odious French phrase sat insuf^ 
ferably well upon her plump little mouth; 
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She and 1 used to gather peaehes faiefofe the 
house were up. I held the ladder foir her ; 
fihe mounted like a fairy ; and when I atood 
doating on her, as she looked dow]Q and threw 
the fruit in my lap, she would (ary, ** P^t gar^ 
fon, you will let 'em all drop !'' On my return 
ta school, she gave me a locket for a keepsake, 
in the shape of a heart ; which wa« the worst 
thing she ever did to the petit garfms for i^ 
touched me on my weak side, and looked Uk^ 
a sentiment. I believe I should have ho/i se^T 
ous thoughts of becoming melanch(dy, had I 
not, in returning to school, returned to my 
friend, and so found means to occupy my crav- 
ing for sympathy. However, I wore the hewt 
a long while. I have sometimes thought ther^ 
was more in her French than I imagmed ; bvt 
I believe not. She naturally took h^riself for 
double my age, with a lov^ of threorand- 
twenty. Soon after her marriage, fortune sCt 
parated us for many years. My passion ha4 
almost as soon died away ; but I have l^ved 
the name of Fanny ever since ; and when I 
met her again, which was under circumstances 
of trouble on her part, I could not see her 
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without such 9n emotion 9S I was fein to con- 
fess to a person '' i^fur and dear," who foocgaye 
me for it, which 1$ one of the reasons I havi^ 
&»* loving the said person so well. Yes ; the 
black ox trod on the fairy foot of my ligbtr 
hearted cousin Fan. ; pf Iter whom I could no 
more have thought of in conjunction with sor^ 
row, than of a ball-room with a tragedy. To 
kncfw that she was rich, and admired, and 
abounding in mirth and music, was to me th? 
same thing as to know that she existed. How 
often have I wished mysdif rich in turn, that 
I might have restored her to all the graces of 
life I She is generous, and would not hav^ 
grudged me the satisfaction. 



A SCHOOLMASTEK OF THE OLD LEAVEN : Wllf9 
AN ACCOUNT OP CHRIST-HOSPITAL. 

To describe so well-known a school as Christ- 
Hospital, would to thousands of readers be su- 
perfi|ious; but to sudii ^ ^e unacquainted 
with the City, or with a oerta^ traok of read- 
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iiig, it still remains a curiosity. Thousands, 
indeed, have gone through the City and never 
suspected that in the heart of it lies an old 
cloistered foundation, where a boy may grow 
up, as I did, among six hundred othws, and 
know as little of the very neighbourhood as 
the world does of him. 

But it is highly interesting on other ac- 
counts. Perhaps there is not a foundation in 
the country so truly English, taking that word 
to mean what Englishmen wish it to mean ; — 
something solid, unpretending, of good cha- 
racter, and free to all. More boys are to be 
found in it, who issue from a greater variety 
of ranks, than in any other school in the king- 
dom; and as it is the most various, so it is 
the largest, of all the free schools* Nobility 
do not go there, except as boarders. Now and 
then, a boy of a noble family may be met 
with,, and he is reckoned an interloper, and 
^against the charter; but the sons of poor 
gentry and London citizens abound ; and with 
them, an equal share is given to the sons of 
tradesmen of the very humblest description, 
not omitting servants. I would not take my 
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oath, — ^but I have a very vivid ^ecoUection, that 
in my time there were two boys, one of whom 
went up into the dbrawing-room to his father, the 
master of the house ; and the other, down into 
the kitchen to his father, the coachman. One 
thing, however, I know to be certain, and that 
is the noblest of all : it is, that the boys them- 
selves (at least it was so in my time) had no 
sort of feeling of the difference of one another's 
ranks out of doors. The cleverest boy was the 
noblest, let his father be who he might. In 
short, Christ-Hospital .is well known and re- 
spected by thousands, as a nursery of tradesmen, 
of merchants, of naval officers, of scholars, of 
«ome of the most eminent persons of the day; 
and the feeling among the boys themselves 
IS, that it is a medium, far apart indeed, but 
equally so, between the patrician pretension of 
such schools as Eton and Westminster, and the 
plebeian submission of the charity schools. In 
point of University honours, it claims to be 
equid with the greatest; and though other 
schools can show a greater abundance of emi- 
nent names, I know not where will be many 
who are a greater host in themselves. One 
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original author is wo^h a hundred transwribers 
of eleganoe : imd isucfa a one is to be fbund iii 
Richardson, who here received what education 
he possessed. Here Camden also leceived the 
rudiments of his. Bishop Siillingfleet, according 
to the Memoirs of Pepys, lately published, wa4 
brought up in the school. We have had many 
•^Itiinent scholars, two of them Greek Profes- 
sdi^, to wit, Barnes, and the present Mr. Schole- 
field, the latter of whom attained an extraor- 
dinary succession of Univa-sity honours; The 
^e^t are Markland ; Dr. Middleton, late Bishop 
of Calcutta ; and Mr. Mitchell, the translator 
of ** Aristophanes."' Christ-Hospital, I believe, 
has sent out more living writers, in its pro- 
portion, than any other school. There is Dr. 
Richards, author of the •* Aboriginal Britons ;" 
Dyer, whose life has been one unbroken dream 
of learning and goodness, and who used to 
make us wonder with passing through the 
school-room (where no other person in " town- 
clothes" ever appeared) to consult books in the 
library ; Le Grice, the translator of " Longus ;" 
Home, author of some well-known productions 
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in odtitroVersial divinity} feuir, th6 Hdvdikti 
(not iti the Grasimar school ;) iein^B White, 
the friend of Charles Lamb, and not uttWOTthy 
of him, author of " FalstafTs Lettert f {^s 
w*5 he -Wfho used to give an anniversary dinner 
fti the chimney-sweepers, mirier, though not 
so magnificat as Mrs. Montagu's.) Pitman, 
a celebrati^d preach^, editor of sonie school-* 
books, and religious classics; Mitchell, before 
Aientioned ; ihyself, Who stood next him ; 
Beanes, who cattie next, the Editor of the 
Utees, (than whom no man (if he had oared for 
it) could have beeii more certain of attaining 
celebrity fdr wit and Hteriature ;) Townsend, a 
prebendary of Durham, author o£ " Armaged- 
don," and several theological works ; GiUy, 
another of the Durham prehendaries, who wrote 
the other day the " Narrative of the Walden^ 
ses ;*' ScargUl, an Unitarian minister, author of 
some tracts on Peace and War, &c. ; and lastly, 
whom I have kept by way of climax, Cole- 
ridge, and Charles Lamb, two of the most 
bnginal geniuses, not only of the day, but of 
the country. We have had an ambassador 
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among us ; but as he, I understand, is ashamed 
of us, we are hereby more ashamed of him, and 
accordingly omit him« 

In the time of Henry the Eighth, Christ- 
Hospital was a monastery of Franciscan Friars. 
Being dissolved among the others, Edward the 
Sixth, moved by a sermon of Bishop Ridley's, 
assigned the revenues of it to the maintenance 
and education of a certain number of poor or- 
phan children, born of citizens of London. I 
believe there has been no law passed to alter the 
letter of this intention ; which is a pity, since 
the alteration has taken place. An extension 
of it was probably very good, and even de- 
manded by circumstances. I have reason, for 
one, to be grateful for it. But tampering with 
matters-of-fact among children is dangerous. 
They soon learn to distinguish between al- 
lowed poetical fiction, and that, which they are 
told, under severe penalties, never to be guilty 
of ; and this early sample of contradiction be- 
tween the thing asserted and the obvious fact, 
can do no good even in an establishment so 
plain-dealing in other respects as Christ-Hos- 
pital. The place is not only designated as an 



\ 



THE AUTHOE'S life. 129 

Orphan-bouse in its Latin title, but the boys, 
in the prayers which they repeat every day, im- 
plore the pity of Heaven upon " us poor or- 
phans." I remember the perplexity this caused 
me at a very early period. It is true, the word 
orphan may be used in a sense implying des- 
titution of any sort ; but this was not its ori- 
ginal meaning in the present instance ; nor do 
the younger boys give it the benefit of that 
scholarly interpretation. There was another 
thing (now, I believe, done away,) which 
existed in my time, and perplexed me stiU 
more. It seemed a glaring instance of the 
practice likely to result from the other assump- 
tion, and made me prepare for a hundred false- 
hoods and deceptions, which, mixed up with 
contradiction, as most things in society are, I 
sometimes did find and oftener dreaded. I al- 
lude to a foohsh custom they had in the ward 
which I first entered, and which was the only 
one that the company at the public suppers 
were in the habit of going into, of hanging up, 
by the side of every bed, a clean white napkin, 
which was supposed to be the one used by the 
occupiers. Now, these napkins ware only for 

VOL. II. K 
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show, the real towels being of the largest and 
coarsest kind. If the masters had been asked 
about them, they would doubtless have told 
the truth ; perhaps the nurses would have done 
so. But the boys were not aware of this. 
There they saw these " white lies" hanging be- 
fore them, a conscious imposition ; and I well 
remember how alarmed I used to feel, lest any 
of the company should direct their inquiries 
to me. 

Speaking of " wards" and '* nurses," I must 
enter into a more particular account of the 
school. Christ-Hospital (for this is its proper 
name, and not Christ's Hospital) occupies a 
considerable portion of ground between New- 
gate Street, Giltspur Street, St. Bartholomew's, 
and Little Britain. There is a quadrangle with 
four cloisters, a cloister running out of these 
to the Sick Ward; a portico supporting the 
Writing School; a kind of street, with the 
counting-house, and some other houses; and 
a large open space, presenting the Grammar 
School. The square inside the cloisters is 
called the Garden, and most likely was the mo- 
nastery garden.. Its only delicious crop, for 
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many years, has been pavement. The large 
area is also misnomered the Ditch ; the t6wn- 
ditch, I suppose, having formerly had a tribu- 
tary stfeam that way. One side of the quadr- 
angle is occupied by the Hall, or eating-room, 
one of the noblest in England, adorned with 
enormously long paintings by Verrio and 
others, and with an organ. Another side con* 
tained the library of the monks, and was built 
OT repaired by the famous Whittington, whose 
arms are still to be seen outside. 

In the cloisters a number of persons lie buried, 
besides the officers of the house. Among them 
is Isabella, wife of Edward the Second, the "she- 
wolf of France." I was not aware of this dr- 
cumstance then ; but many a time, with a re^ 
collection of some lines in " Blair's Grave** 
upon me, have I run as hard as I could at 
night-time from my ward to another, in order 
to borrow the next volume of some ghostly ro^ 
mance. In one of the cloisters was an impres- 
sion resembling a gigantic foot, which was at- 
tributed by some to the angry stamping of the 
ghost of a beadle's wife ! A beadle was a higher 
sound to us than to most, as it invoh'ed ideas 

K 2 
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of detected apples in church-time, " skulking" 
(as it was called) out of bounds, and a power of 
reporting us to the masters. But fear does not 
stand upon rank and ceremony. 

The wards, or sleeping-rooms, are twelve, 
and contained, in my time, rows of beds on 
each side, partitioned off, but connected with 
one another, and each having two boys to 
sleep in it. Down the middle ran the binns 
for holding bread and other things, and serv- 
ing for a table when the meal was not taken 
in the hall; and over the binns hung a great 
homely chandelier. 

To each of these wards a nurse was assigned, 
who was the widow of some decent liveryman 
of London, and who had the charge of looking 
after us at night-time, seeing to our washing, 
&c. and carving for us at dinner: all which 
gave her a good deal of power, more than her 
name warranted. They were, however, almost 
invariably very decent people, and performed 
their duty ; which was not always the case 
with the young ladies, their daughters. There 
were five schools ; a grammar-school, a mathe- 
matical or navigation-school, (added by Charles 



THE author's life, 133 

the Second,) a writing, a drawing, and a read- 
ing-school. Those who could not read when 
they came on the foundation, went into the. 
last. There were few in the last-but-one, and 
I scarcely know what they did, or for what ob- 
ject. The writing-school was for those who 
were intended for trade and commerce; the 
mathematical for boys who went as midship- 
men into the naval and East India service; 
and the grammar-school for such as were de- 
signed for the Church, and to go to the Uni- 
versity. The writing-school was by far the 
largest; and, what is very curious, (which is 
not the case now,) all these schools were kept 
quite distinct, so that a boy might arrive at 
the age of fifteen in the grammar-school, and 
not know his multiplication-table. But more 
of this, on a future occasion. Most of these 
schools had several masters; besides whom 
there was a steward, who took care of our sub- 
sistence, and had a general superintendance 
over all hours and circumstances not connect- 
ed with schooling. The masters had almost 
all been in the school, and might expect pen- 
sions or livings in their old age. Among 
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those, in my time, the mathematical master 
was Mr. Wales, a man weU known for his 
science, who had been round the world with 
Captain Cook; for which we highly venerated 
him. He was a good man, of plain simple 
manners, with a heavy large person and a be- 
nign countenance. When he was in Otaheite, 
the natives played him a trick while bathing, 
and stole his small-clothes ; which we used to 
think an enormous liberty, scarcely credible. 
The name of the steward, a thin stiflP man of 
invincible formality of demeanour, admirably 
fitted to render encroachment impossible, was 
Hathaway. We of the grammar-school used 
to call him " the Yeoman," on account of 
Shakspeare's having married the daughter of a 
man of that name, designated as ** a substan- 
tial yeoman." 

Our dress was of the coarsest and quaintest 
kind, but was respected out of doors, and is 
so. It consisted of a blue drugget gown, or 
body, with ample coats to it ; a yellow vest 
underneath in winter-time; small-clothes of 
Russia duck ; yeUow stockings ; a leathern gir^ 
die; and a little black worsted cap, usually 
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carried in the hand. I believe it was the or- 
dinary dress of children in humble life, during 
the reign of the Tudors. We used to flatty 
ourselves that it was taken from the monks; 
and there went a mcHistrous tradition, that at 

, one period it consisted of blue velvet with sil* 
ver buttons. It was said also, that during the 
bhssful era of the blue velvet we had roast 
mutton for supper ; but that the small-clothes 
not being then in existence, and the mutton 
suppers too luxurious, the eatables were given 
up for the ineffables. 

A malediction, at heart, always followed the 
memory of him who had taken upon himself 
to decide so preposterously. To say the truth, 
we were not too weU fed at that time, either 
in quantity or quaUty ; and we could not en- 
ter with our then hungry imaginations into 
those remote philosophies* . Our breakfast was 

V bread and water, for the beer was too bad to 
drink. The bread consisted of the half of a 
three-halfpenny loaf, according to the prices 
then eurrent. I suppose it would now be a 
good twopenny one ; certainly not a threepen^ 
ijy. This was not much for growing boys, who 
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had nothing to eat from six or seven o'clock 
the preceding evening. For dinner, we had the 
same quantity of bread, with meat only every 
other day, and that consisting of a small slice, 
such as would be given to an infant of three 
or, four years old. Yet even that, with all 
our hunger, we very often left half-eaten ; the 
meat was so tough. On the other days, we 
had a milk-porridge, ludicrously thin ; or rice- 
milk, which was better. There were no vege- 
tables or puddings. Once a month we had 
roast beef; and twice a year, (I blush to think 
of the eagerness with which it was looked 
for!) a dinner of pork. One was roast, and 
the other boiled ; and on the latter occa^aon 
we had our only pudding, which was of pease. 
I blush to remember this, not on account of 
our poverty, but on account of the sordidness 
of the custom. There had much better have 
been none. For supper we had a like piece 
of bread, with butter or cheese ; and then to 
bed, " with what appetite we might." 

Our routine of life was this. We rose to 
the call of a bell, at six in summer, and seven 
in winter ; and after combing ourselves, and 



THE AUTflOK's LIFE, 187 

Washing our hands and faces, went, at the call 
of another bell, to breakfast. All this took up 
about an hour. From breakfast we proceeded 
to school, where we remained till eleven, win- 
ter and summer, and then had an hour's play^ 
Dinner took place at twelve. Afterwards was 
a little play till one, when we again went to 
school, and remained till five in summer and 
four in winter. At six was the supper. We 
used to play after it in summer till eight. In 
winter we proceeded from supper to bed. On 
Sundays, the school-time of the other days was 
occupied with church, both morning and even- 
ing ; and as the Bible was read to us every day 
before every meal, and on going to bed, besides 
prayers and graces, we at least rivalled the 
monks in the religious part of our duties. The 
effect was certainly not what was intended. 
The Bible perhaps was read thus frequently in 
the first instance, out ctf contradiction to the 
papal spirit that had so long kept it locked up ; 
but, in the eighteenth century, the repetition 
was not so desirable among a parcel of hungry 
boys, anxious to get their modicum to eat. On 
Sunday, what with the long service in the 
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morning, the service again after dinner, and 
the inaudible and indifferent tones of some of 
the preachers, it was unequivocally tiresome. 
I, for one, who had been piously brought up, 
and continued to have religion inculcated on 
me by father and mother, began secretly to 
become as indifferent as I thought the preach- 
ers ; and, though the morals of the school were 
in the main excellent and exemplary, we all 
felt instinctively, without knowing it, that it 
was the orderUness and example of the general 
system that kept us so, and not the religious 
part of it ; which seldom entered our heads at 
all, . and only tired us when it did. I am not 
begging any question here, or speaking for or 
against. I am only stating a fact. Others may 
argue, that, however superfluous the readings 
and prayers might have been, a good general 
spirit of religion must have been inculcated, 
because a great deal of virtue and religious 
charity is known to have issued out of that 
school, and no fanaticism. I shall not dispute 
the point. The case is true; but not the 
less true is what I speak of. Latterly there 
came, as our parish clergyman, Mr. Crowtherj; 
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a nephew of the c^efarated Richardson, and 
worthy of the talents and virtues of his kins- 
man, though inclining to a mode of faith 
which is supposed to produce more faith than 
diaiity. But, till then, the persons who were in 
the habit of getting up in our chim^h pulpit and 
reading-desk, might as well have hummed a tune 
to their diaphragms. They inspired us with 
nothing but mimicry. The name of the morn- 
ing-reader was Salt/ He was a worthy man, I 
believe, and might, for aught we knew, have 
been a clever one ; but he had it all to himself. 
He spoke in his throat, with a sound as if 
he was weak and corpulent; and was famous 
among us for saying '^Murrades" instead of 
" Miracles." When we imitated him, this was 
the cMily word we drew upon: the rest was 
unintelligible suffocation. Our usual evening 
preacher was Mr. Sandiford, who had the re- 
putation of learning and piety. It was of no 
use to us, except to make us associate the ideas 
of learning and piety in the pulpit with in- 
audible hum-drum. Mr. Sandiford's voice was 
hollow and low, and he had a habit of dipping 
up and down over his book, like a chicken 
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drinking. Mr. Salt was eminent with us for 
a single word. Mr. Sandiford surpassed him, 
for he had two famous audihle phrases. There 
was, it is true, no great variety in them. One 
was "the dispensation of Moses:" the other 
(with a due interval of hum), " the Mosaic dis- 
pensation." These he used to repeat so often, 
that in our caricatures of him they sufficed for 
an entirp portrait. The reader may conceive a 
large church, (it was Christ Church, Newgate 
Street,) with six hundred boys, seated like 
charity-children up in the air, on each side the 
organ, Mr. Sandiford humming in the valley, 
and a few maid-servants who formed his after- 
noon congregation. We did not dare to go to 
sleep. We were not allowed to read. The 
great boys used to get those that sat behind 
them to play with their hair. Some whispered 
to their neighbours, and the others thought of 
their lessons and tops. I can safely say, that 
many of us would have been good listeners, 
and ipost of us attentive ones, if the clergyman 

could have been heard : as it was, I talked as 

» 

well as the rest, or thought of my exercise. 
Sometimes we could not help joking and 



THE author's life. 141 

laughing over our weariness ; and then the 
fear was, lest the steward had seen us. It was 
part of the business of the steward to pre- 
side over the boys in church-time. He sat 
aloof, in a place where he could view the 
whole of his flock. There was a ludicrous kind 
of revenge we had of him, whenever a parti- ' 
cular part of the . Bible was read. This was 
the parable of the Unjust Steward. The boys 
waited anxiously till the passage commenced ; 
and then, as if by a general conspiracy, at the 
words, " thou unjust steward," the whole school 
turned their eyes upon this unfortunate officer, 
who sat 

" Like Teneriff or Atlas unremoved." 

We persuaded ourselves, that the more uncon- 
scious he looked, the more he was acting. By 
a singular chance, there were two clergymen, 
occasional preachers in our pulpit, who were 
as loud and startling, as the others were som- 
niferous. One of them, with a sort of flat, 
high voice, had a remarkable way of making a 
ladder of it, climbing higher and higher to the 
end of the sentence. It oughft to be described 



142 RECOLLECTIONS OF 

by the gamut, or written up-hill. Perhaps it 
was an association of ideas that has made us 
recollect one particular passage. It is where 
Ahab consults the Prophets, asking them whe- 
ther he shall gm up to Ramoth Gilead to battle. 
** Shall I go against Ramoth Gilead to battle, 
or shall I forbear ? and they said. Go up ; for 
the Lord shall deliver it into the hand of the 
king." He used to give this out in such a 
manner, that you might have fancied him 
climbing out of the pulpit, sword in hand. 
The other was a tall, thin man, with a noble 
voice. He would commence a prayer in a 
most stately and imposing manner, full both of 
dignity and feeling; and then, as if tired of 
it, hurry over all the rest. Indeed, he began 
every prayer in this Way, and was as sure to 
hurry it ; for which reason, the boys hailed the 
sight of him, as they knew they should get 
sooner out of church. When he commenced, 
in his noble style, the band seemed to tremble 
against his throat, as though it had been a 
sounding-board. 

Being able to read, and knowing a little La- 
tin, I was put ai once into the Under Grammar 
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School. How much time I wasted there iB 
learning the accidence and syntax, I cannot 
I say; but it seems to me a long while. My 
grammar seemed always to open at the same 
place. Things are managed differently now, 
I believe, in this as weU as in a great many 
other respects. Great improvements have been 
made in the whole establishment. The boys 
- feed better, learn better^ and have longer 
holidays in the country. In my time, they 
never slept out of the school but on one occa- 
sion, during the whole of their stay ; this was 
for three weeks in summer-time, which I have 
spoken of, and which they were bound to pass 
at a certain distance from London. They now 
have these holidays with a reasonable fre« 
quency; and they all go to the different 
schools, instead of being confined, as they were 
then, some to nothing but writing and cypher* 
ing, and some to the languages. It has been 
doubted by some of us elders, whether this 
system will beget such temperate, proper stu<r 
dents, with pale faces, as the other did. I dare 
say, our successors are not afraid of us. I had 
the pleasure, not long since, of dining in com«^ 
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pany with a Deputy Grecian, who, with a 
stout rosy-faced person, had not failed to ac- 
quire the scholarly turn for joking, which is 
common to a classical education; as well as 
those simple, becoming manners, made up of 
modesty and proper confidence, which have 
been often remarked as distinguishing the boys 
on this foundation. 

" But what is a Deputy Grecian ?" Ah, 
reader ! to ask that question, and at the same 
. time to know any thing at all worth knowing, 
would at one time, according to our notions, 
have been impossible. When I entered the 
school, I was shown three gigantic boys, young 
men rather, (for the eldest was between seven- 
teen and eighteen,) who, I was told, were going 
to the University. These were the Grecians. 
They are the three head boys of the Grammar 
School, and are understood to have their des- 
tiny fixed for the Church. The next class to 
these, and like a College of Cardinals to those 
three Popes, (for every Grecian was in our 
eyes infallible,) are the Deputy Grecians. The 
former were supposed to have completed their 
Greek studies, and were deep in Sophocles and 
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Euripides. The latter were thought equally 
competent to tell you any thing respecting 
Homer and Demosthenes. These two classes 
and the head boys of the Navigation School, 
held a certain rank over the whole place, both 
in school and out. Indeed, the whole of the 
Navigation School, upon the strength of cul- 
tivating their valour for the navy, and being 
called King's Boys, had succeeded in establish- 
ing an extraordinary pretension to respect. This 
they sustained in a n;anner as laughable to call 
to mind, as it was grave in its reception. It 
was an etiquette among them never to move 
out of a right line as they walked, whoever 
stood in their way. I believe there was a 
secret understanding with Grecians and De- 
puty Grecians, the former of whom were un- 
questionably lords paramount in point of fact, 
and stood and walked aloof when all the rest 
of the school were marshalled in bodies. I do 
not remember any clashing between the^e great 
dvil and naval powers ; but I remember well 
my astonishment when I first beheld some of 
my little comrades overthrown by the progress 
of one of these very straight^forward person- 

VOL. II. L 
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ages, who walked on with as tranquil and un- 
conscious a face, as if nothing had happened. 
It was not a fierce-looking push ; there seemed 
to be no intention in it. The insolence lay in 
the boy's appearing not to know that such an 
inferior human being existed. It was always 
thus, wherever they came. If aware, the boys 
got out of their way ; if not, down they went, 
one or more ; away rolled the top or the mar- 
bles, and on walked the future captain — 

In maiden navigation^ frank and free. 

They wore a badge on the shoulder, of which 
they were very proud, though in the streets it 
must have helped to confound them with cha- 
rity boys. For charity boys, I must own, we 
all had a great contempt, or thought so. We 
did not dare to know that there might have 
been a little jealousy of our own position in it, 
placed as we were midway between the home* 
liness of the common charity school and the 
dignity of the foundations. We called them 
" chimy^wags,'' and had a particular ^com and 
hatred of their nasal tone in singing. 
The under grammar-master was the lUVe- 
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rend Mr. Field. He wa$ a good-looking man, 
very gentlemanly, and always dressed at the 
neatest I believe be once wrote a play. He 
bad the reputaticm of being admired by the 
ladies. A man of a more handsome incompe- 
tence for his situation perhaps did not exist. 
He came late of a morning ; went away soon 
in the s^temoon; and iised to walk tip and 
down, languidly bearing his cane, as if it was 
a lily, and hearing our eternal Dcminuses and 
A^ inprteaentis with an air of ineffable endur- 
ance. Often, he did not hear at all. It was a 
joke with us, when any of our friends came to 
the door, and we asked his permission to go 
to them, to address him with some preposter- 
ous question wide of the mark ; to which he 
used to assent. We would say, for instance, 
•* Are you not a great fool, sir ?'* or " Isn't 
your daughter a pretty girl?" to whidi he 
would reply, « Yes, diild." When he conde* 
scended to hit us with the cane, he made a face 
as if he was taking physic. Miss Field, aoa 
agreeable-looking girl, was one of the goddesses 
of the school ; as far above us as if she had 
lived on Olympus. Another was Miss Pa- 
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trick, daughter of the lamp-manufactory in 
Newgate-street. I do not remember her face 
so well, not seeing it so often ; but she abound- 
ed in admirers. I write the names of these 
ladies at full length, because there is nothing 
that should hinder their being pleased at hav- 
ing caused us so many agreeable visions. We 
used to identify them with the picture of 
Venus in Tooke's Pantheon. 

School was a newer scene to me than to 
most boys : it was also a more startling one. 
I was not prepared for so great a multitude ; 
for the absence of the tranquillity and secu- 
rity of home ; nor for those exhibitions of 
strange characters, conflicting wills, and vio- 
lent, and, as they appeared to me, wicked pas- 
sions, which were to be found, in little, in this 
epitome of the great world. I was confused, 
frightened, and made solitary. My mother, 
as I have observed before, little thought how 
timid she had helped to render her son, in 
spite of those more refined theories of courage 
and patriotic sentiments which she had planted 
in him. 
I will not mention the name of the other 
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master, the upper one, whom I am now about 
to speak of, and whom I have designated at 
the bead of this paper as a schoolmaster of the 
old leaven. I will avoid it, not because I can 
thus render it unknown, but because it will 
renudn less known than it would otherwise. 
I will avoid it also, because he was a consci-* 
^itious man in some things, and undoubted-^ 
ly more mistaken than malignant ; and last, 
not least, because there may be inheritors of 
his name, whose natures, modified by other 
sources, and not liable to the same objec- 
tions, might be hurt in proportion to their 
superiority. 

He was a short stout man, inclining to 
punchiness, with large face and hands, an aqui- 
line nose, long upper lip, and a sharp mouth. His 

t 

eye was close and cruel. The spectacles threw 
a balm over it. Being a clergyman, he dress- 
ed in black, with a powdered wig. His clothes 
were cut short ; his hands hung out of the 
sleeves, with tight wristbands, as if ready for 
execution ; and as he generally wore grey 
worsted stockings, very tight, with a little 
balustrade leg, his whole appearance presented 
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something formidably succinct, hard, and me- 
chanical. In fact, his weak side, and undoubt- 
edly his natural destination, lay in carpentery ; 
and he aocc»'dingly carried, in a side-pocket 
made on purpose, a carpenter's rule. 

The only merits of this man consisted in his 
being a good va*bal scholar, and acting up to 
the letter of time and attention. I have seen 
him nod at the close of the long summer 
schoolrhours, perfectly wearied out ; and should 
have pitied him, if he had taught us to do any 
thing but fear. Though a clergyman, very 
orthodox, and of rigid morals, he indulged 
himself in an oath, which was " God's-my-life !*' 
When you were out in your lesson, he turned 
upon you with an eye like a fish ; and be had 
a trick of pinching you under the chin, and 
by the lobes of the ears, till he would make 

« 

the blood come.. He has many times lifted a 
boy off the ground in this way. He was in- 
deed a proper tyrant, passionate and caprici<* 
OU6 ; would take violent likes and dislikes to 
the same boys ; fondle some without any ap- 
parent reasrni, though he had a leaning to the 
servile, and perhaps to ihe sons of rich people, 
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mod would persecute others in a manner truly 
frightful. I have seen him beat a sickly-look- 
ing, mehfichoiy boy (C^^-— n) about the head 
and ears, till the poor fellow, hot, dry-eyed, and 

confused, seemed lost in bewilderment* C ^n, 

not long after he took wders, died out of hi3 
sepsest I do not attribute that catastrophe to 
the master; and of course he could not have 
wished to do him any lasting mischief. He 
had no imaginaticHi of any sort. But th^:e 
is no saying how far his treatmmit of the bc^ 
might have contributed to prevent his cure« 
Masters, as well as boys^ hare escaped the 
chance of many bitt^ reflections, since a wiser 
and more generous intercourse has increased 
between them. 

I have s<Hne stories of this man, that 
will completely show his character, and at 
the same time relieve the reader's indigna* 
tion by something ludicrous in their excess. 
We had a few boarders at the school ; boys, 
whose parents ware too rich to let them go on 
the found^on. Among them, in my time, 
was Carltcm, a son c^ Lord Dorchester ; Mac* 
donald, ;one of the Lord Chief Baron's sons ; 



.152 RECOLLECTIONS OF 

and R , the son of a rich merchant Carl- 
ton, who was a fine fellow, manly, and full of 
good sense, took his new master and his ca- 
resses very coolly, and did not want them. 
Little Macdonald also could dispense with 
them, and would put on his delicate gloves 
ai*ter lesson, with an air as if he resumed his 

patrician plumage. R was meeker, and 

willing to be encouraged ; and there would 
the master sit, with his arm round his tall 
waist, helping him to his Greek verbs, as a 
nurse does bread and milk to an infant ; and 
repeating them, when he missed, with a fond 
patience, that astonished us criminals in drugget. 
Very different was the treatment of a boy 
on the foundation, whose friends, by some 
means or other, had prevailed on the master 
to pay him an extra attention, and tory to get 
him on. He had come into the school at an 
age later than usual, and could hardly read. 
There was a book used by the learners in read- 
ing, called "Dialogues between a Missionary 
and an Indian." It was a poor performance, 
full of inconclusive arguments and other com- 
monplaces. The boy in question used to ap- 
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pear with this book in his hand in the middle 
of the school, the master standing behind him« 
The lesson was to begin. Poor ' ' > whoM 
great fault lay in a deep-toned drawl of his 
syllables and the omission of his stops, stood 
half-looking at the book, and half-casting hid 
eye towards the right of him, whence the 
blows were to proceed. The master looked 
over him ; and bis hand was ready. I am not 
exact in my. quotation at this distance of time ; 
but the 4pirfV of one of the passages that I 
recollect was to the following purport, and 
thus did the teacher and his pupil proceed. 

Master. ^^ Now, young man, have a care ; 
or I '11 set you a swinging task." (A common 
phrase of his.) 

Pupil. (Making a sort of heavy bolt at his 
calamity, and never remembering his stop at 
the word Missionary.) ^< Missionary Can you 
see the wind ?" 

(Master gives a slap on the cheek.) 

Pupil. (Raising his voice to a cry, still for- 
getting his stop.) *^ Indian No !" 

Master. *' Grod's my life, young man ! have 
a care how you provoke me/' 
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Pupil. (Always forgetting the stop.) ^ Mis* 
nonary How then do you know that there is 
such a thing ?" 

(Here a terrible thump.) 

Pupil. (With a shout of agony.) " Indian 
Because I feel it." 

One anecdote of his injustice will suffice for 
all. It is of ludicrous enormity ; nor do I 
believe any thing more flagrantly wilful was 
ever done by himself. I heard Mr. C-~-, the 
sufferer, now a most respectable person in a 
government office, relate it with a due relish, 
long after quitting the school. The master 

was in the habit of " spiting" C • ; that is 

to say, of taking every importunity to be 
severe with him, nobody knew why. One 
day he comes into the school, and finds him 
placed in the middle of it with three other 
boys. He was not in one of his worst hu- 
mours, and did not seem inclined to punish 
them, till lie saw his antagonist. "Oh, oh! 
Sir," said he ; " what, you are among them, are 
you?" and gave him an exclusive thump on the 
face. He then turned to one of the Grecians, 
and said, "I have not time to flog all these 
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boys ; make them draw lots, and 1 11 punish 

one/' The lots were drawn, and C 's waa 

favourable. " Oh, oh r returned the master, 
when he saw them, " you have escaped, have 
you, . Sir ?*' and pulling out his watch, and 
turning again to the Grecian observed, that he 
found he had time to punish the whole three ; 

•and. Sir," added he to C , with another 

slap, " rU begin with yew." He then took the 
boy into the Hbrary and flogged him ; and, on 
issuing forth again, had the face to say, with an 
air of indiffarence, *• I have not time, after all, 
to punish these two other boys : let them take 
care how they provoke me another time?' 

Often did I wish that I was a fairy, in order 
to play him tricks like a Caliban. We used to 
sit and fancy what we should do with his wig ; 
how we would hamper and vex him ; •* put 
knives in his pillow, and halters in his pew.'' 
To venture on a joke in our own mortal per- 
sons, was like playing with Polyphemus. One 
afternoon, when he was nodding with sleep 
over a lesson, a boy of the name of M'> ' » 
- who stood behind him, venttired to take a pin, 
and begin advancing with it up his wig. The 
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hollow, exhibited between the wig and the nape 
of the neck, invited him. The boys encou- 
raged this daring act of gallantry. Nods, and 
becks, and then whispers of ** Do it, M. !'* gave 
more and more valour to his hand. On a sud- 
den, the master's head falls back ; he starts, 
with eyes like a shark ; and seizing the unfortu- 
nate culprit, who stood helpless in the attitude 
of holding the pin, caught hold of him, fiery 
with passion. A ** swinging task** ensued, 
which kept him at home all the holidays. One 
of these tasks would consist of an impossible 
quantity of Virgil, which the learner, unable to 
retain it at once, wasted his heart and soul out 
to *• to get up," till it was too late. 

Sometimes, however, our despot got into a 
dilemma, and then he did not know how to get 
out of it. A boy, now and then, would be 
roused into open and fierce remonstrance. I 
recollect S., now one of the mildest of preachers, 
starting up in his place, and pouring forth on 
his astonished hearer a torrent of invectives 
and threats, which the other could only answer 
by looking pale, and uttering a few threats in 
return. Nothing came of it. He did not like 
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such matters to go before the governors. An- 
other time, Favellf a Grecian, a youth of high 
spirit, whom he had struck, went to the school- 
door, opened it, and, turning round with the 
handle in his grasp, told him he would never 
set foot again ipi the place, unless he promised 
to treat him with more delicacy. " Come back, 
diild ; come back !" said the other, pale, and in 
a faint voice. There was a dead silence. Far- 
veil came back, and nothing more was done. 

A sentiment, unaccompanied with some- 
thing practical, would have been lost upon 

him. D , who went afterwards to the Mi- 

Utary College at Woolwich, played him a trick, 
apparently between jest and earnest, which a- 
mused us exceedingly. He was to be flogged; 
and the dreadful door of the library was ap^ 
proached. (They did not invest the books 
with flowers, as Montaigne recommends.) 
Down falls the criminal, and twisting him- 
self about the ma&ter's legs, which he does 
the more when the other attempts to move, 
repeats without ceasing, " Oh, good God, 
consider my father. Sir ; my father^ Sir ; you 
know my father." The point was felt to be 
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getting hidicrous, and was given up. P , 

now a popular preacher, was in the habit of 
entertaining the boys that way. He was a re- 
gular wag ; and would snatch his jokes out of 
the very flame and fury of the master, like 
snap-dragon. Whenever the other struck him, 
he would get up ; and half to avoid the blows, 
and half render them ridiculous, begin moving 
about the school-room, making all sorts of an- 
tics. When he was struck in the face, he 
would clap his hand with affected vehemence 
to the place, and cry as rapidly, " Oh Lord !•* 
If the blow came on the arm, he would grasp 
Ins arm, with a similar exclamation. The 
master would then go, driving and kicking 
him; while the patient accompanied every blow 
with the same comments and illustrations, mak- 
ing faces to us by way of index. 

What a bit of the golden age was it, when the 
Reverend Mr. Steevens, one of the under gram- 
mar-masters, took his place, on some occasion, 
for a short time ! Mr. Steevens was short and 
fat, with a handsome, cordial face. You loved 
him as you looked at him ; and seemed as if 
you should love him the more, the fatter he 
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bMame. I stamtnered when I was at that 
time of life : whidi was an inSrmity, that used 
to get me into terrible trouble with the marter. 
Mr. Steevens used to say, on the other hand, 
" Here comes our little black-haired friend, 
who stammers so. Now, let us see what we 
can do for him." The consequence was, I did 
not hesitate half so much as with the other. 
Wh^i I did, it was out of impatience to please 
him. 

Such of us were not liked the bett^ by the 
master, as were in favour with his wife. She 
was a sprightly, good-looking woman, with 
Uack eyes ; and was beheld with transport by 
the boys, whenever she appeared at the school- 
door. Her husband's name, uttered in a min* 
gled tone of good-nature and imperativeness, 
brought him down from his seat with smiling 
haste. Sometimes he did not return. On en- 
tering the school one day, he found a boy 
Mting cherries. "Where did you get those 
cherries ?" exclaimed he, thinking Ihe boy had 

nothing to say for himself. ** Mrs^ gave 

them me. Sir.*' He turned away, scowlic^ 
with disappcnntment. Speaking of fruit, w-^ 
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minds me of a pleasant tndt on the part 
of a Grecian of the name of Le Grice. He 
was the maddest of all the great boys in my 
time; clever, full of address, and not ham- 
pered with modesty. Remote rumours, not 
lightly to be heard, feU on our ears, respecting 
pranks of his amongst the nurse's daughters. 
He was our Lord Rochester. He had a fair 
handsome face, with delicate aquiline nose, and 
twinkling eyes. I remember his astonishing 
me, when I was " a new boy," with sending 
me for a bottle of water, which he proceeded 
to pour down the back of G. a grave Deputy 
Grecian. On the master's asking him one day, 
why he, of all the boys, had given up no ex- 
ercise, (it was a particular exercise that they 
were bound to do in the course of a long set 
of holidays,) he said he had had "a lethargy." 
The extreme impudence of this puzzled the 
master ; and I believe nothing came of it. 
But what I alluded to about the fruit was this. 
Le Grice was in the habit of eating apples in 
sdiool-time, for which he had been often re- 
buked. One day, having particularly pleased 
the master, the latter, who was eating apples 
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himself, and who would now and. then with 
great ostentation present a boy with some half- 
penny token of his mansuetude, called out to 
his favourite of . the moment ; — " Le Gcice, 
here is an apple for you." Le Grice, who felt 
his dignity hurt as a Grecian, biit was mote 
pleased at having this opportunity of morti- 
fying his reprover, replied, with an exquisite 
tranqidllity of assurance, " Sir, I nevier eat- ap- 
ples." For this, among other things, the boys 
adored him. Poor fellow! He and Faydl 
(who, though very generous, was said to be a 
little too sensible of an humblie origin,) wrote 
to the Duke of York, when they were at Col- 
lege^ for commissions in the army. The Duke 
good-naturedly sent them. Le Grice died a 
rake in the West Indies. Favell was killed in 
one of the battlies in Spain, but not before he 
had distinguished himself as an oiBcer and a 
gentleman. 

The Upper-Grammar School was divided 
into four classes, or forms. The two under 
ones were called Little and Great Erasmus ; 
the two upper were occupied by the Grecians 
and Deputy Grecians. We used to think the 
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tkle of Erarams taken from the great scholar 
of that name ; but the sudden appearance of 
a portrait among us, bearing to be the likeness 
of a certain Erasmus Smith, Esquire, shook 
tts terribly in this opinion, and was a hard Irial 
ci our gratitude. We scsot^ely relished this 
perpetual company of our benefactor watching 
tks, as he seemed to do, with his omnipresent 
^es. I believe he was a rich merchant, and 
that the forms of Little and Great Erasmus 
were reaUj named after him. It was but a pocnr 
eonsoktion to think that he himself, or hi^ 
great^imde, might have been named after 
Erasmus. Little Erasmus learnt Ovid ; Great 
Erasmus, Virgil, Terence, and the Greek Tes^ 
tament. The Deputy Grecians, were in H<xner, 
Cicero, and Demosthenes ; the Grecians, in the 
Gseek plays and the mathematics. When a boy 
entered the Upper School, he was understood 
to be in the road to the University, provided 
lie had inclination and talents for it ; but, as 
only one Grecian a-year went to College, the 
drafts out of Great and Little Erasmus into 
iite writing-school were numerous. A few 
also became Deputy Griecians without going 
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fiprdier, and ratered the world fkx>ih tiiat form. 
Those who beeame Gredahs, always went to 
tiie Univ^nnty, thou^ not always into the 
Church ; which was reckoned a departure from 
the contract. When I first came to school, at 
seven years old, the names of the Grecians 
were Allen, Fa veil, Thomson, and Le Gcioe, 
lirother of the Le Grice above-mentioned, and 
now a clergyman in CorhwalL Charles Lamb 
had lately been Deputy Grecian; and Cdb- 
fidge had left for the Univemty. The mastci^ 
inspired by his subject with an eloquence be- 
yond himself, once called him, '' that sensible 
fool» Coleridge ;'' pronouncing the word like a 
dactyl. Coleridge must bave altematdy de* 
H^ted and bewildered him. The complin 
ment, as to the bewildering, was returned, if 
not the delight. The pupil, I am tdd, says 
he dreams of the master to this day, and that 
his dreams are horrible. A bon^mot of his » 
recotded^ very characteristic bodi of pupil and 
master. Coleridge, whai he hewd of his death; 
said, ^^ It was lucky tlmt the chembim who 
todk him to heaven were nothing but faces and 
wings, or he would infallibly have flogged them 

M 2 
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by the way." This is his esoterical opinion 
of him. His outward and subtler opinion, 
or opinion exoterical, he has favoured the pub- 
lie with in his Literary Life. He praises 
hini, among other things, for his good taste in 
poetry, and his not suffering the boys to get 
into the commonplaces of Castalian streams. 
Invocations to the Muses, &c. Certainly there 
were no such things in our days,^— at least, to 
the best of my remembrance. But I do not 
think the master saw through them, out of a 
perception of any thing farther. His objec- 
tion to a commonplace must have been itself 
commonplace. I do not remember seeing tole- 
ridge when I was a child. Lamb's visits to the 
school, after he left it, I remember well, with 
his fine intelligent face. Little did I think I 
should have the pleasure of sitting with it in 
after-times as an old friend, and seeing it care* 
worn and still finer. Allen, the Grecian, was 
so handsome, though in another and more ob- 
vious way, that running one day against a bar- 
row-woman in the street, and turning round to 
appease her in the midst of her abuse, she said, 
** Where are you driving to, you great hulking. 
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good-for-nothing, — ^beautiful fellow. Cod bless 
you P' Le Grice the elder was a wag, like his 
brother, but more staid. He went into the 
Church as he ought to do, and married a rich 
widow. He published a translation, abridged, 
of the celebrated pastoral of Longus ; and re- 
port at school made him the author of a little 
anonynious tract on the Art of Poking the 
Fire. 

Few of us cared for any of the books that 
were taught ; and no pains were taken to make 
us do so. The boys had no helps to informa- 
tion, bad or good, except what the master 
afforded them respecting manufactures ; — a 
branch of knowledge, to which, as I have 
before observed, he had a great tendency, and 
which was the only point on which he was 
enthusiastic and gratuitous. I do not blame 
him for what he taught us of this kind ; there 
was a use in it; beyond what he was aware of: 
but it was the only one on which he volun- 
teered any assistance. In this he took evident 
delight. I remember, in explaining pigs of 
iron or lead to us, he made a point of crossing 
oiie of his legs with the other, and cherishing it 
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up and down with great satisfaction, and say^ 
ing, " A pig, children, is about the thickness 
of my leg." Upon which, with a slavish pre- 
tence of novelty, we all looked at it, as if he 
had not told us so a hundred times. In every 
thing else, we had to hunt out oiu* own know-^ 
ledge. He would not help us with a word, 
till he had ascertained that we had done all we 
could to learn the meaning of it ourselves. 
This discipline Was useful; and, in this and 
every other respect, we had all the advantages 
which a mechanical sense of right, and a rigid 
exaction of duty, could afford us ; but no farther. 
The only superfluous grace that he was guilty 
of, was the keeping a manuscript book, in 
which, by a rare luck, the best exercise in 
English verse was occasionally copied out Soar 
immortality ! To have verses in " the Book" 
was the rarest and highest honour conceivable 
to our imaginations. I did not care for Ovid 
at that time. I read and knew nothing of 
Horace ; though I had got somehow a liking 
for his character. Cicero I disHked, as I can- 
not help doing stiU. Demosthenes I was in- 
clined to admire, but did not know why, and 
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would very wilBx^ly have givai up him md 
bis (Bfficulties together. Homer I regpided 
with horror, as a series of lessons, which I had 
to learn by heart before I imdarstood him. 
When I had to conquer, in this way, Imes 
which I had not construed, I had recomrse to a 
sort of artificial memory, by which I associated 
the Greek words with sotmds that had a mean* 
ing in English* Thus, a passage about Thetis 
I made to bear on some circumstance that had 
taken place in the school A^ account of a 
battle was converted into a series of jokes ; and 
the master, while I was saying my lesson to him 
in trepidation, little suspected what a figure be 
was often cutting in the text. The (mly das^ 
«c I remember having any love for, was Virgil ; 
and that was for the episode of Nisus and 
JSuryalus. But there were three books I read 
in whenever I could, and that have often got 
me into trouble. These were Tooke's ^ Pan- 
theon," Lempriere's ** Classical Dictionary,** and 
Spence's ^ Polymetis," the great folio edition 
with plates. Tooke was a prodigious favourite 
with us. I see before me, as vividly now as 
ever, his Mars and Apollo, his Venus and 
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Aurora, * which . I was continually trying to 
copy; the Mars, coming on furiously* in his 
car; Apollo, with his radiant head, in the 
midst of shades and fountains; Aurora with 
heir's, a golden dawn; and Veiius, very hand- 
some, we thought, and not looking too modest, 
in." a slight cymar." It is curious how com- 
pletely the graces of the Pagan theology over- 
came, with us the wise cautions and reproofs 
that were set against it in the pages of Mr. 
Tooke. Some years after my departure from 
school, happening to look at the work in ques- 
tion, I was surprised to find so much of that 
matter in him. When I came to reflect, I had 
a sort of recollection that we used occasionally 
to notice it, as something inconsistent with the 
rest of the text, — strange, and odd, and like the 
interference of some pedantic old gentleman. 
This, indeed, is pretty nearly the case. The 
author has also made a strange mistake ahpiit 
Bacchus, whom he represents, both in his tex% 
and his print, as a mere belly-god ; a corpulent 
child, like the Bacchus bestriding a tun. This 
is any thing but classical. The truth is, it was 
a sort of pious fraud, like mapy other things 
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palmed upon aiiti<|uity. Tooke's ** Pantheon" 
was. written oiriginally in Latin by the Jesuits. 
Our.Xempriere was a fund of entertainment. 
Spence's " Polymetis" was not so easily got at. 
There was also somethiiig in the text that did 
not invite us; but we admired the fine large 
prints. However, Tooke was the favourite. I 
cantiot divest myself of a notion, to this day, that 
there is something really clever in the picture 
of Apollo. The Minerva we " could not abide ;'* 
Juno was.no favourite, for all her throne and 
her peacock ; and we thought Diana too pretty. 
The instinct against these three goddesses be- 
gins early. I used to wonder how Juno and 
Minerva coidd have the insolence to dispute 
the apple with Venus. 

In. those times, Cooke's edition of the British 
Poets came up. I had got an odd volume of 
Spenser; and I fell passionately in love with 
Collins and Grey. How I loved those little 
sixpenny numbers, containing whole poets ! I 
doated on their size ; I doated on their type, on 
their ornaments, on their wrappers containing 
Hste of other poets, and on the engravings from 
Kirk. I bought them over and over again, and 
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used to get up select sets, which disappeared 
like buttered crumpets ; for I could resist nei- 
ther giving them away, nor possessmg them* 
When the master tormented me, when I used 
to hate and loathe the sight of Homer, and De* 
mosthenes, and Cicero, I would comfort my- 
self with thmking of the sixpence in my 
pocket, with which I should go out to Pater- 
noster-row, when school was over, and buy 
another number of an English poet. I was 
already fond of verses. The first I remember 
writing were in honour of the Duke of York's 
" Victory at Dunkirk ;" which victory, to my 
great mortification, turned out to be a defeat. 
I compared him with Achilles and Alexander ; 
or should rather say, trampled upon those he- 
roes in the comparison. I fancied him riding 
through the field, and shooting right and left of 
him ! Afterwards, when in Great Erasmus, I 
wrote a poem called " Winter," in consequence 
df reading Thomson ; and when Deputy Gre- 
cian, I completed some hundred stanzas ci 
another, called the '' Fairy King," whidi was 
to he in emulation of Spenser ! I also wrote a 
long poem in irregular Latin verses, (such as 
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they wcr^) entitled ^' Thor ;'* the Gcmseqaeiim 
of reading Gmy's Odes» and Mallett'a Northern 
Antiquities. English verses were the only ex-» 
^x^ise I perfonned with &atkfaction. Themes, 
or pix»e essays, I wrote so badly, that th^ 
mmdaer was in the habit of contemptuously 
enimpling them up in his hancl, and calling 
out, '^ Here, children, theie is something to 
amuse you." Upon which the servile part of 
the boys would jump up, and seize the paper ; 
abd be miu»pd aapordingly. The essays m^st 
have been very liftsurd, no doubt ; but those 
who would have tasted the ridicule best, were 
the kst to move. Thare was an absurdity kK 
giving us such essays to write. They wwe 
upon a given subject, generally a moral onej 
such as ambition, or the love of mcmey : and 
the regular process in the manufacture was thia.. 
You wrote out the subject very fairly at top, 
Qfiid mn, motUdia, &t. or Cresdt iomer numwu 
Theti the ing^iious thing was to repeat this 
apothegm in as many words and round-iabout 
phrases lis positii>le ; whidl took up a good bit 
of the plater. Then you attempted to give a 
raasan or two, whif ^* amor nummf* was bad ; at 
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on what accounts heroes ought to esdiew am- 
bition ; — after which naturally came a few ex- 
a,inples, got out of " Plutarch/' or the " Selectee 
e Profanis ;" and the happy moralist concluded 
with signing his name. Somebody speaks of 
schoolboys going about to one another on these 
occasions, and asking for " a little sense." That 
was not the phrase with us ; it was " a thought :*' 

— "P f can you give me a thought?" — 

" C , for God's sake, help me to a thought, 

for it only wants ten minutes to eleven." It 

was a joke with P , wht>^knew my hatred 

of themes, and how I used to hurry over them, 
to come to me at a quarter to eleven, and say, 
" Hunt, have you begun your theme ?" — " Yes, 
P — .'* He then, when the quarter of an hour 
had expired and the beU tolled, came again, 
and, with a sort of rhyming formula to 
the other question, said, " Hunt, have you done 
your theme ?" — " Yes, P.-: — *' How I dared, 
to trespass in this way upon the patience of the 
master, I eannot conceive. I suspect, that the 
themes appeared to him more absurd than care- 
less. Perhaps another thing perplexed him. 
The master was rigidly orthodox ; the school- 
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establishment also was orthodox and high tory ; 
and there 'was just then a little perplexity » aris- 
ing froiQ the free doctrines inculcated hy the 
books we learnt, and the new and alarming 
edio of them struck on the earis of power by 
the French Revolution. My father was in 
the habit of expressing his opinions. He did 
not conceal the new tendency which he felt to 
modify those which he entertained respecting 
both Church and State. His unconscious son 
at school, nothing doubting or suspecting, re- 
peated his eulogies of Timoledn and the Grac- 
chi, with all a schoolboy's enthusiasm ; and the 
master's mind was not of a pitch to be superior 
to this unwitting* annoyance. It was on these 
occasions, I suspect, that he crumpled up my 
themes with a double contempt, and ah equal 
degree of perplexity. There was a better ex- 
ercise, consisting of an abridgement of some 
paper in the ** Spectator.*' We made, however, 
little of it,' and thought it very difficult and 
perplexing. In fact, it was a hard task for 
boys, utterly unacquainted with the world, to 
seize the best points out of the writings of 
masters in experience. It only gave the ** Spec- 
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tator*' an unnatural gravity in our eyes. A^ 
common paper for selection, because reckoned 
one of the easiest, was the one beginning, " I 
have always preferred cheerfulness to mirth/* 
I had heard this paper so often, and was so tired 
with it, that it gave me a great inclination to 
prefer mirth to cheerfulness. 

My books were a never-ceasing consolation 
to me, and such they have nev^er ceased to be. 
My favourites, out of school, were Spenser, 
, Collins, Gray, and the ** Arabian Nights." 
Pope I admired more than loved ; Milton was 
above me ; and the only play of Shakspeare's 
with which I was conversant was Hamlet, of 
which I had a delighted awe. Neither then, 
however, nor at any time, have I been as fond 
of the drama as of any other species of writing, 
though I have privately tried my hand several 
times — farce, comedy, and tragedy ; and egre- 
giously failed in all. Chaucer, one of my best 
friends, I was not acquainted with till long 
afterwards^ Hudibras I remember readings 
through at one desperate plunge, while I lay 
incapable of moving, with two scalded legs. 
I did it as a sort of achievement, driving ihi 
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through the varses without understanding 
twentieth part of them, but now and then 
huaghing immoderately at the rhymes and si- 
miles, and catching a hit of knowledge un- 
awares* I had a schoolfdlow of the name of 
Brooke^ afterwards an officer in the East India 
service, — a grave, quiet boy, with a fund of 
maidiness and good*humour at bottom. He 
would pidc out the ludicrous couplets, like 
plums ; — such as those on the aatrologer. 

Who deals in destiny's dark counsels/ 
And sage opinions of the moon sells ; 

And on the apothecary's shop — ^ 

With stores of deleterious med'cines^ 
Which whosoever took is dead since* 

He had the little thick duodecimo edition, with 
Hogarth's plates,— <lirty, and well read, k)oking 
ISce Hudibras himself. I read through, at th€f 
same time, and with little lesa sense of it as a 
tadi, Milton's "Paradise Lost" The divinity of 
it was so much " Heathen Greek'* to us. Un- 
luckily, I could not taste the beautiful <* Hea^ 
then Grreek" of the stvle. Milton's hpav^n 
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made no impression ; nor could I enter even 
into the earthly catastrophe of his man and 
woman. The only two things I thought of 
were their happiness in Paradise, where (to nie) 
they eternally remained ; and the strange ma- 
lignity of the devil, who instead of getting 
them out of it, as the poet represents, only 
served to bind them closer. He seemed an 
odd shade to the picture. The figure he cut 
in the engravings was more in my thoughts, 
than any thing said of him in the poem. He 
was a sort of human wild beast, lurking about 
the garden in which they lived; though, in 
consequence of the dress given him in some of 
the plates, this man with a tail occasionally con- 
fused himself in my imagination with a Roman 
general. I could make little of it. I believe, 
the plates impressed me altogether much more 
than the poem. Perhaps they were the reason 
why I thought of Adam and Eve as I did, the 
pictures of them in their paradisaical state being 
more numerous than those in which they ap- 
pear exiled: besides, in their exile they were 
together ; and this constituting the best thing 



THE AUTHOB*S LIFE. 177 

in their paradise, I suppose I coiild net so 
easily get miserable with them when out of it. 
The scald that I speak of, as confining me to 
bed, was a bad one. I will give an account of 
it, because it furthers the elucidation of our 
school manners. I had then become a monitor, 
or one of the chiefs of a ward, and was sitting 
before the fire one evening, after the boys had 
gone to bed, wrapped up in the perusal of the 
** Wonderful Magazine,'* and having in my ear 
at the same time the bubbling of a great pot, or 
rather cauldron, of water, containing what was 
by courtesy called a bread pudding; being 
neither more nor less than a loaf or two of our 
bread, which, with a little sugar mashed up 
with it, was to serve for my supper. And 
there were eyes, not yet asleep, which would 
look at it out of their beds, and regard it as a 
vay lordly dish. From this dream of bliss 1 
was roused up on the sudden by a great cry, 
and a horrible agony in my legs. A " boy," as 
a fag was called, wishing to get something 
from the other side of the fire-place, and not 
choosing either to go round behind the table, 
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or to disturb the illustrious legs of the monitor^ 
had endeavoured to get under them or between^ 
and so pulled the great handle of the pot after 
him. It was a frightful sensation. The whole 
of m^ being seemed collected in one fiery tor- 
ment into my legs. Wood, the Grecian, (now 
Fellow of Pembroke, at Cambridge,) who was 
in our ward, and who was always very kind to 
me, (led, I believe, by my inclination for verses, 
in which he had a great name,) came out of his 
i&tudy, and after helping me off with my stock- 
ings, which was a horrid operation, the stock- 
ings being very coarse, took me in his arms to 
the sick ward, I shall never forget the en- 
chanting relief occasioned by the cold air, as it 
blew across the square of the sick ward. I lay 
there for several weeks, not allowed to move 
for some time ; and caustics became necessary 
before I got well. The getting well was deli- 
cious. I had no tasks — no master ; plenty of 
books to read ; and the nurse*s. daughter (absit 
calumnia) brought me tea and buttered toast, 
and encouraged me to play on the flute. My 
playing consisted of a few tunes by rote ; my 
fellow-invalids (none of them in very despe- 
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rate case) would have it rather than no playing 
at all ; so we used to play, and tell stories, and 
go to sleep, thinking of the blessed sick holiday 
we should have next day, and of the bowl of 
milk and bread for breakfast, which was alone 
worth being sick for. The sight of Mr. Long's 
probe was not so pleasant. We preferred see^ 
ing it in the hands of his pupil, Mr. Vincent, 
whose manners, quiet and mild, had double 
effect on a set of boys more or less jealous of 
the mixed huiiibleness and importance of their 
school. This is most likely the same Mr.- Vin- 
cent who now lectures at St. Bartholomew's. 
He was dark, like a West Indian, and I used 
to think him handsome. Perhaps the nurse's 
daughter taught me to think so, for she was a 
considerable observer. 

I was fifteen when I put off my band and 
blue skirts for a coat and neckcloth. I was 
then first Deputy Grecian ; and had the ho- 
nour of going out of the school in the same 
rank, at the same age, and for the same reason, 
as my friend Charles Lamb. The reason was, 
that I hesitated in my speech. I did not stam- 
mer half so badly as I used ; and it is very 

N 2 
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seldom that I halt at a syllable now ; but it 
was understood that a Grecian was bound 
to deliver a public speech, before he left 
school, and to go into the Church afterwards ; 
and as I could do neither of these things, a 
Grecian I could not be. So I put on my coat 
and waistcoat, and, what was stranger, my hat ; 
a very uncomfortable addition to my sensa^ 
tions. For eight years I had gone barehead- 
ed ; save, now and then, a few inches of peri- 
cranium, when the little cap, no larger than 
a crumpet, was stuck on one side, to the mys- 
tification of the old ladies in the streets. 1 
then cared as little for the rains as I did for 
any thing else. I had now a vague sense of 
worldly trouble, and of a great and serious 
change in my condition ; besides which, I had 
to quit my old cloisters, and my playmates, 
and long habits of all sorts ; so that, what was 
a very happy moment to schoolboys in general, 
was to me one of the most painful of my life. 
I surprised my schoolfellows and the master 
with the melancholy of my tears. I took 
leave of my books, of my friends, of my seat 
in the Grammar School, of my good-hearted 
nurse and her daughter, of my bed, of the 
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cloisters, and of the very pump out of which 
I had taken so many delicious draughts, as if 
I should never see them again, though I meant 
to come every day. The fatal hat was put on ; 
my father was pome to fetch me : 

We> band in hand, witK strange new steps and slow^ 
Through Holbom took our meditative way. 



THE author's first PUBLISHED VERiifES. — 
CHARACTER OF DR, FRANKLIN. — PORTRAITS 
OF MAURICE AND MR. LLWYD. 

For some time after I left school, I did 
nothing but visit my schoolfellows, haunt the 
bookstalls, and write verses.. My father col- 
lected my verses, and published them with a 
large list of subscribers, numbers of whom be- 
longed to his old congregations. I was as 
proud, perhaps, of the book at that time, as I 
am ashamed of it now. The French Re- 
volution had not then, as afterwards, by a 
natural consequence, shaken up and refreshed 
the sources of thought all over Europe. At 
least, I was not old enough, perhaps was hot 
able, to get out of the trammels of the regu- 
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lar imitative poetry and versification taught 
in the schools. My book was a heap of imi- 
tations, some of them clever . enough for a 
youth of sixteen, but absolutely worthless in 
every other respect. However, the critics were 
very kind ; and as it was unusual at that time 
to publish at so early a period of life, my age 
made me a kind of " Young Roscius" in au- 
thorship. I was introduced to literati, and 
shown about among parties. My father tak- 
ing me to see Dr. Raine, Master of the Char- 
ter House, the doctor, who was very kind and 
pleasant, but who probably drew none of oiu: 
deductions in favour of the young writer's 
abilities, warned me against the perils of au- 
thorship ; adding, as a final dehortative, that 
" the shelves were full." It was not till we 
came away, that I thought of an answer, 
which I conceived would have " annihilated*' 
him. " Then, Sir," (I should have said, 
thought I,) "we will make another." Not 
having been in time with this repartee, I felt 
all that anguish of undeserved and unneces- 
sary defeat, which has been so pleasantly de- 
scribed in the Miseries of Huma^i Life. This, 
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thought I, would have been an answer befits 
ing a poet, and calculated to make a figure 
m biography. 

A mortification that I encountered at a 
house in Cavendish Square, affected me less, 
though it surprised me a good deal more. I 
had been held up, as usual, to the example of 
the young gentlemen, and the astonishmen^t of 
the ladies, when, in the course of the dessert, 
one of mine host's daughters, a girl of exube- 
rant spirits, and not of the austerest breedii^, 
came up to me, and, as if she had discovered 
that I was not so young as I pretended to b^ 
exclaimed, " What a beard you have got !** at 
the same time convincing herself of the truth 
of her discovery by taking hold of it! Had 
I been a year or two older, I should have taken 
my revenge. As it was, I know not how I 
* behaved ; but the next morning I hastened to 
have a beard no longer. 

I was now a man, and resolved not to be 
out of countenance next time. Not long after- 
wards, my grandfather, sensible of the new 
fame in his family, but probably alarmed also 
at the consequences to which it might lead. 
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sent me word, that if I would come to Phila- 
delphia, "he would make a man of me." I 
sent word, in return, that " men grew in Eng- 
land as weU as America;" an answer which 
repaid me for the loss of my apothegm at Dr. 
Haine's. I was very angry with him for his 
niggardly conduct to my mother. I could not 
help, for some time, identifying the whole 
American character with his ; an injustice 
which helifed to colour my opinions for a stiU 
longer time. P^irtly on the same account, I 
acquired a dislike for his friend Dr. Franklin, 
author of " Poor Richard's Almanack :" a heap, 
as it appeared to me, of " scoundrel maxims."* 

* Thomson's phrase, in the '^ Castle of Indolence/' speak- 
ing of a miserly money-getter : — 

'' ' A penny saved is a penny got :' 

Firm to this scoundrel maxim keepeth he^ 

Ne of its rigour will he bate a jot, 

Till it hath quench'd his fire and banished his pot." 

The reader will not imagine that I suppose all money- 
makers to be of this description. I have good reason to 
know otherwise. Very gallant spirits have I met with 
among them^ who only take to this mode of activity for want 
of a better^ and are as generous in disbursing, as they are 
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1 think I now appreciate Dr. Franklin as I 
ought ; but although I can see the utility of 

tigorous in acquiring. You may always know the common 
Tun> as in other instances^ by the soreness with which they 
feel attacks on the body corporate. 

From observations of this nature on the part of a writer, 
who is neither fond of money, nor competent to an ordinary 
calculation, the reader will make all the drawbacks that the 
confession of that incompetency will allow : at the same time> 
it may be worth his while to consider that, for a reason 
which could be easily given, improvements of the most 
wholesale nature, in the condition of mankind, have not been 
accustomed to issue out of hands the most occupied in detail; 
and this is particularly remarkable in affairs of trade and 
commerce, the very changes which have ultimately been 
turned to the greatest advantage by the parties the most 
concerned, having been in the first instance opposed by no 
persons with so much violence. Of this fact, the revolutions 
in South America have furnished the latest, and not the least, 
remarkable proof. 

Extremes, however, meet oftener than they are supposed 
' to do. The greatest calculators I ever met with, were men 
who had come to the conclusion, that the greatest of all the 
advantages of calculation consisted in knowing how much 
better the world could do without it. They even hoped that 
by means of the knowledge of this fact, explained by calcu- 
lation itself, the world would ultimately be brought-, to their 
(pinion; and certainly, if any thing could do it with some, 
that would be the way ; but it is experiment, recommended 
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such publications as his Almanack fot a rising 
commercial state, and hold it useful as a memo-, 
randum to uncalculating persons like myself, 
who happen to live in an old one, I think it 
has no business either in commercial nations 
long established, or in others who do not found 
their happiness in that sort of power. Frank- 
lin, with all his abilities, is but at the head of 
those who think that man lives " by bread 
alone." He will commit none of the follies, 
none of the intolerances, the absence of which 
is necessary to the perfection of his system; 
and in setting his face against these, he dis- 
countenances a great number of things very 
inimical to higher speculations. But he was 
no more a fit representative of what human 
nature largely requires, and may reasonably 
hope to attain to, than negative represents posi- 

by the prc^ess of opinion, and hastened and forced by ne- 
cessity^ that must produce this and all other changes. 

For the assertion that Dr. Franklin cut off his son with 
a shilling, my only authority is family tradition. It is ob- 
iservable^ however^ that the friendliest of his biographers 
are not only forced to admit that he seemed a little too fond 
of money, biit notice the mysterious secrecy in which his 
family history is involved. 
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tiire, or the clearing away a ground in the back- 
settlements, and setting to work upon it, repre- 
sents the work in its completion. Something of 
the pettiness and mateiiality of his first occupa-^ 
tion always stuck to him. He took nothing 
for a truth or a matter-of-fact that he could not 
handle, as it were, like his types ; and yet, like 
all men of this kind,- he was liable, when put 
out of the ordinary pale of his calculations, to 
fall into the greatest errors, and substitute the 
integrity of his reputation for that of whatso- 
ever he chose to do. Prom never doing wrong 
in little things, he conceived that he could do 
no wrong in great ; and, in the most deliberate 
act of his life, he showed he had grievously mis- 
taken himself. He was, I allow, one of the 
cardinal great men of his time. He was Pru- 
dence. But he was not what he took himself 
for, — all the other Virtues besides ; and, inas- 
much as he was deficient in those, he was defi- 
cient even in his favourite one. He was not 
Temperance ; for, in the teeth of his capital 
recommendations of that virtue, he did not 
scruple to get burly and big with the enjoy- 
ments that he cared for. He was not Justice ; 
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for he knew not how to see fair play between 
his own wisdom and that of a thousand wants 
and aspirations, of which he knew nothing: 
and he cut off his son with a shilling, for dif- 
fering with him in politics. Lastly, he was 
not Fortitude; for, having few passions and 
no imagination, he knew not what it was to 
be severely tried ; and if he had been, there is 
every reason to conclude, from the way in 
which he treated his son, that his self-love 
would have been the part in which he felt the 
torture ; and that as his Justice was only arith- 
metic; so his Fortitude would have been no- 
thing but stubbornness. If Franklin had been 
the only great man of his time, he would 
merely have contributed to make the best of 
a bad system, and so hurt the world by pro- 
longing it ; but, luckily, there were the French 
and English philosophers besides, who saw 
farther than he did, and provided for higher 
wants. I feel grateful to him, for one, inas- 
much as he extended the sphere of libertyj and 
helped to clear the earth of the weeds of sloth 
and ignorance,, and the wUd beasts of supersti- 
tion ; but when he comes to build final homes 
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tot usy there I rejoice that wiser hands inter- 
fere- His line and rule are not every thing; 
they are not even a tenth part of it. Cocker's 
immbers are good ; but those of Plato and Py- 
thagoras have their merits too, or we should 
have he&n made of dry bones and tangents, 
and not had the fancies in our heads, and the 
hearts beating in our bosoms, that make us 
what we are. We should not even have 
known that Cocker's numbers were worth any 
thing ; nor would Dr. Franklin himself have 
played. on the harmonica, albeit he must have 
done it in a style very different from that of 
Milton or Cimarosa. Finally, the writer of 
this passage on the Doctor would not have 
ventured to give his opinion of so great a man 
ill so explicit a manhar. I should not have 
ventured to give it, had I not been backed by 
80 many powerful interests of humanity, and 
had I not suffered in common, and more than 
in common, with the rest of the world, from a 
system which, under the guise of economy and 
sodal advantage, tends to double the love of 
wealth and the hostility of competition, to 
force the best things down to a level with the 
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worst, and to reduce mankind to the simplest 
and most mechanical law of their nature, di- 
vested of its heart and soul, — the law of being 
in motion. All the advantages of the present 
system of money-making, which may he called 
the great lay superstition of modem times, 
might be obtained by a fifth part of the la- 
bour, if more equally distributed. The rest is 
pure vanity and , vexation of spirit, or the in- 
dulgence of a false notion of superiority, or the 
more melancholy necessity produced by wars 
and taxation, to which this very notion gives 
rise. 

Among those with whom my book made 
me acquainted, was the late Rev. Mr. Maurice, 
of the British Museum, author of " Indian 
Antiquities." I mention him more particu- 
larly, as I do others, because he had a character 
of his own, and makes a portrait. I had seen 
an engraving of him, representing a slender, 
prim-eyed, enamel-faced person, very tightly 
dressed and particular, with no expression but 
that of propriety, and bom to be an arch- 
bishop. What was my surprise, when I be- 
held a short, chubby, good-humoured compa- 
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liipn» with boyish features, and a lax dress and 
manner, heartily glad to see you, and tenda* 
over his wiiie ! He was a sort of clerical Ho* 
r^e : he might, by some, freak of the minister, 
have been made a bishop ; and he thought he 
de^rved it for having proved the identity of 
the Hindoo with the Christian Trinity, which 
t«ras the object of his book ! But he began to 
despond on that point, when I knew him ; and 
he drank as much wine for sorrow, as he would, 
had he be^ made a bishop, for joy. He was 
a man of a socia} and overflowing nature; more 
fit,-dn truth, to set an example of charity than 
£dth, and would have made an excellent Bra- 
min of the Rama-Deeva worship. His Hynms 
to the deities of Indila, were as good as Sir 
WiUiam Jones's, and his attention to the ama«- 
tory theology of the country (allowing fSor hilb 
deficiency in the language) as clqsei V He was 
not so fortunate as Sir William in retaiiiing a 
wife whom be loved. I have heard him la- 
ment, in very genuine terms, his widowed con- 
dition, and the task of finishing the great maini- 
script catabgue of the Museum books, to which 
his office had bound him. This must have been 
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a torture, physical as well as moral ; for he had 
weak eyes, and wrote with a magnifying-glass 
as hig round as the palm of his hand. With this, 
in a tall thick handwriting, as if painting a set 
of rails, he was to finish the folio catalogues, and 
had produced the seven volumes of Indian An- 
tiquities ! Nevertheless, he seemed to lament 
his destiny, rather in order to accommodate the 
weakness of his lachrymal organs, than out of 
any internal uneasiness ; for with the aspect he 
had the spirits of a boy ; and his laughter would 
follow his tears with a happy incontinence. 
He was always catching cold, and gettiiig well 
of it after dinner. Many a roast fowl and 
bottle of wine have I enjoyed with him in his 
rooms at the British Museum ; and if I thought 
the reader, as well as myself, had not a regard 
for him, I would not have thus opened their 
doors. They consisted of the first floor in the 
turret nearest Museum-street, I never pass 
them, without remembering how he used .to 
lay down his magnifying-glass, take both my 
hands, and condescend to anticipate the plea- 
sant chat we should have about authors and 
books over his wine ; — I say, condescend, be- 
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cause, though he did not aiBect aiiy thmg of 
that sort, it was a remarkable instance of his 
good-iiature, and his freedom from pride, to 
place himself on a level in this manner with a 
youth in his teens, and pretend that I brought 
him as much amusement as he gave. Owing 
to the exclusive notions I entertained of ficierid- 
ship, I mystified him by answering the ** Dear 
Sirs" of his letters in a more formal manner. 
I fear it induced him to make unfavourable 
comparisons of my real disposition with my 
behaviour at table; and it must be allowed, 
th^it having no explanation on the subject, he 
had a right to be niystified. Somehow or 
other, (I believe it was because a new Duldnea 
called me elsewhere,) the acquaintance dropped, 
and I did not see him for many' years. He 
died, notwithstanding his wine and his catarrhs, 
at a good old age, writing verses to the last, 
and showing what a young heart he retained 
by his admiration of nature : and undoubtedly 
this it was that enabled him to live so long ; 
for, though the unfeeling are apt to outlast the 
sensitive during a sophisticate and perplexing 
state of society, it is astonishing how long a 

VOL. II. O 
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cordial pulse will keq) playing, if allowed rea- 
sonably to have its way. Were the lives of 
mankind as natural as they should be, and 
their duties made as cheerful, the Maurices 
and the Horaces would outlast all the formalists 
buttoned up in denial, as surely as the earth 
spins round, and the pillars fall. 

I wish I could relate half the stories Mr. 
Maurice told me. He told them well, and I 
should have been glad to repeat them in his 
own words. I recollect but one, which I shall 
tell for his sake, though it is not without a jest. 
I hope it is not old. He said there was a 
gentleman, not very robust, but an enthusiast 
for nature and good health, who entertained a 
prodigious notion of the effects of smelling to 
fresh earth.* Accordingly, not to go too nicely 

* Baoon bad a notion of this sort, and would have a piece 
of earth brought him fresh out of the ground to smell to ; 
but then he put wine to it. I fancy I hear Mr. Maurice 
exclaiming^ '* Ah, he was a great man !" There was a pomp 
9nd altitude in the ways of Bacon, and all in the highest 
taste, that served almost to reconcile us to Cowley's conceit, 
in styling him '^ Nature's Lord Chancellor." His house and 
gardens were poetically magnificent. He had the flowers 
in season always put upon his table ; sometimes had music 
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about the matter, but tp do it like a vfkm, be 
used to walk every morning te-Pimrose-Hill; 
and, digging a hole of a good depth in the 
ground, prostrate himself, and put his head in 
it.. The longer he kept his head immersed, 
the more benefit he thought he derived; so 
that he would lie for several minutes, and look 
Hke a Persia worshipping the sun. One day 
some thieves set upon him, and, retaining his 
head under that salutary restriction, picked 
his pockets. 

Mr. Maurice got me permission to read in 
the Museum ; which I did regularly for some 
time. It was there I began to learn Italian. 
I obtamed the same privilege for a person who 
became one of its most enthusiastic visitors, and 
who is worthy describing. His name is Llwyd 
(for he would account it treason to his country 
to write it Lloyd), and he is author, among 
other pieces, of a poem entitled ^< Beaumaris 
Bay,*' which obtained a great deal of praise 
from the critics. I say, " is," because I hope 

in the next room while he was writing ; and would ride out 
in an open chariot during the rain, with his head bare, saying 
*• he felt the spirit of the universe upon him !" 

o 2 
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he is alive to read this account of himself, and 
to attribute it (as he assuredly will do) to its 
proper motives. Mr. Llwyd was probably be- 
tween thirty and forty when I knew him. His 
face and manner of speaking were as ancient 
British as he could desire ; but these merits he 
had in common with others. What rendered 
him an extraordinary person was, that he had 
raised himself, by dint of his talents and in- 
tegrity, from the situation of a gentleman's ser- 
vant to a footing with his superiors, and they 
were generous and wise enough to acknow- 
ledge it. From what I was told, nothing 
could be better done on all sides. They en- 
couraged, and, I believe, enabled him to make 
good his position ; and he gave the best proof 
of his right to it, by the delicacy of his ac- 
quiescence. His dress was plain and decent, 
equally remote from sordidness and pretension ; 
ai^d his manners possessed that natural good- 
breeding, which results from the wish to please 
and the consciousness of being respected. Mr. 
Llwyd came to London at certain periods, took 
an humble lodging, and passed his time in visit-- 
ing his friends, and reading at the Museum 
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His passion was for the antiquities of his na- 
tive country. If you looked over his book, it 
was most probably full of the coat-armour of 
Wynnes and Prices. I was indebted to him 
for an introduction to his friend Mr. Owen, 
translator of the Paradise Lost into Welsh, Both 
of them were of the order of Bards ; and Mr. 
Owen carried the same seal of his British origin 
in his face and manners, and appeared to possess * 
the same simplicity and goodness. Furthermore, 
he had a -Welsh harp in his room, and I had 
the satisfaction of hearing him play upon it 
He was not very like Gray's bard : and instead 
of Conway's flood, and a precipice, and an army 
coming to cut our throats, we had teat and bread 
and butter, and a snug parlour with books in 
it. Notwithstanding my love of Gray, and a 
considerable wish to see a proper ill-used bard, 
I thought this a better thing, though I hardly 
know whether my friends did. I am not sure, 
with all their good-nature, whether they would 
not have preferred a good antiquarian death, 
with the opportunity of calling King Edward 
a rascal, and playing their harps at him, to all 
the Saxon conveniences of modem times. 
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THE author's first PROSE, — CHARACTER OF 

VOLTAIRE. — MORE VERSES. MR. BELL, OF 

THE " WEEKLY MESSENGER." — BADINI, AN 
ITALIAN OPERA POET. — ORIGIN OF THE 
PAPER CALLED THE "NEWS," AND ACCOUNT 
OF THE THEATRICALS IN IT. 

It was not long after this period, that I ven- 
tured upon publishing my first prose, which 
consisted of a series of essstys under the title 
of **The Traveller, by Mr. Town, Junior, 
Critic and Censor-General." They came out 
in the evening paper of that name ; and were 
imitatibtls, as the reader will guess, of the 
*• Connoisseur," which professed to be written 
by Mr. Tdwn, Critic and Censor-General. I 
offerfed thefai with fear and trembling to Mr. 
Quni, the Editor of the ** Traveller," and was 
astbhished at the gaiety with which he ac- 
cepted them. What astonished me more, was 
a p&rquisite of five or six copies of the paper, 
which I enjoyed every Saturday when my 
essays appeared, and with which I used to 
re-issue from* Bolt-Court in a state of transport. 
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I had been told, but could not easily conceive, 
that the Editor of a new evening paper would 
be happy to fill up his pages with any decent 
writing; but Mr. Quin praised me besides, 
and I could not behold the long columns of 
type, written by myself, in a public paper, 
without thinking there must be some merit 
in them, besides that of being a i»top-gap. 
They were lively, and showed a tact for writ-, 
ing; but nothing more. There was some- 
thing, however, in my writings at that period, 
and for some years afterwards, which, to ob- 
servers, nught have had an interest beyond 
what the author supplied, and amounted to 
a Sign of the times. I allude to a fondness 
for imitating Voltaire. I had met with trans* 
lations of several of his pieces on the book- 
stalls; and being prepared by a variety of 
circumstances, already noticed, to think that 
existing opinions and institutions might be 
fallible, I was transported with the gay cou* 
rage and unquestionable humanity of that 
extraordinary person, and soon caught the 
tone of his cunning implications and provok- 
ing turns. Voltaire, in an essay written by 
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himself in the English language, has said of 
Milton, in a passage which would do honour 
to our best writers, that when the poet saw 
the Adamo of Andreini at Florence, he 
** pierced through the absurdity of the plot 
to the hidden majesty of the subject." It 
may be said of himself, that he pierced through 
the conventional majesty of a great many sub- 
jects, to the hidden absurdity of the plot. He 
could not build as he could destroy. He was 
the merry general of an army of pioneers. 
But he laid the axe to a heap of savage 
abuses ; pulled the comer-stones out of dun- 
geons and inquisitions ; bowed and mocked the 
most tyrannical absurdities out of countenance ; 
and raised one prodigious peal of laughter at 
superstition, from Naples to the Baltic. He 
was the first man who got the power of opi- 
nion and common sense openly recognized as 
a great reigning authority ; and who made the 
acknowledgment of it a point of wit and cun- ' 
ning, with those who had hitherto thought they 
bad the world to themselves. I admired hin^ 
more then than I do now ; 1 thought he had 
more imagmation, and a deeper insight into all 
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the wants and capabilities of mankind. But 
though I think less of hiin as one who un- 
derstands all they want, I think now more 
than ever, that he cannot be too highly ap- 
pedated as one who understood what they 
want not. I differ, with him in many points, 
moral, political, and religious ; and I state this, 
not to make out that my difference is of any ' 
value, but to show that those who honestly 
differ with a man, can afford to do him justice ; 
and that the true way of regarding Voltaire, 
in order to do him this justice, and ourselves 
too, is to look at him in the broad light of the 
great opposer of dogma ; leaving us, in our 
still broader light, if we h^ve it, to retain 
whatever good he omitted, and to add what- 
ever improvement we can discover. It is 
enough, that he has taught us not to dictate 
and arrogate on the one hand, and not to sub- 
mit to any thing uninquired into or inhuman 
on the other. 

An abridgment that I picked up of the Phi- 
losophical Dictionary (a translation) was for a 
long while my text-book, both for opinion and 
style. I was also a great admirer of L'lngend^ 
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or the Sincere Huron ; and the Essay on the 
Philosophy of History. In the character of 
the Sincere Huron I thought I found a reseni-» 
blance to my own, as most readers do in those 
of their favourites : and this piece of self-love 
helped me to discover as much good-hearted- 
ness in Voltaire as I discerned wit. Candide, 
I confess, I could not like. I enjoyed pas- 
sages; but the laughter was not as good- 
humoured as usual ; there was a view of things 
in it, which I never entertained then or after* 
wards, and into which the author had been led, 
rather in order to provoke Leibnitz, than be- 
cause it was natural to him ; and, to crown my 
unwilling dislike, the book had a coarseness, 
apart from graceful and pleasurable ideas, 
which I have never been able to endure. There 
were passages in the abridgment of the Philo- 
sophical Dictionary which I always passed 
over ; but the rest delighted me beyond mea^ 
sure. I have not seen it for years till the other 
day, having used in the mean time a French 
copy of the work itself ; but I can repeat pas- 
sages out of it now, and will lay two or three 
short ones before the reader, as specimens of 
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what made such an imprei^sion upon me. They 
are in Voltaire's best manner; which consists 
in an artful intermixture of the conventional 
dignity and real absurdity of what he is ex- 
posing, the tone being as grave as the dignity 
Seems to riequire, and the absurdity coming out 
as if unintentionally and by the by. 

Speaking of the Song of Solomon, (of which, 
by the way, his criticism is very far from being 
in the right, though he puts it so pleasantly,) 
he thinks he has the royal lover at a disadvan- 
tage with his comparisons of noses to towers, 
and eyes to fishpools ; and then concludes with 
observing, " All this, it must be confessed, is 
Hot in the taste of the Latin poet ; but then a 
Jew is not obliged to tvrite like Virgil.^ Now, 
it would not be difficult to show, that Eastern 
and Western poetry had better be two things 
than one ;» or, at least, that they have a right to 
be so, and can lay claim to their own beauties ; 
but, at the same time, it is impossible to help 
laughing at this pretended adinission in Solo^ 
mon*s Javotir, and the cunning introduction of 
the phrase " a Jew,'' contrasted with the dig- 
nity of the name of Virgil. 
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In another part of the same article on Solo- 
mon, where he speaks of the many thousands of 
chariots which the Jewish monarch possessed, 
(a quantity that certainly Have a miraculous 
appearance, though, perhaps, explainable by a 
good scholar,) he says he cannot conceive, for 
the life of him, what Solomon did with such a 
multitude of carriages, " unless,** adds he, ** it 
was to take the ladies of his seraglio an airing 
on the borders of the lake of Genesareth, or 
along the brook Cedron; a charming spot 
of ground, except that it is dry nine months in , 
the year, and the ground a Utile sUmy^ At 
these passages I used to roll with laughter; 
and I cannot help laughing now, writing as I 
am, alone by my fire-side. They tell nothing, 
except against those who confound every thing 
the most indifferent, relating to the great men 
of the Bible, with something sacred ; and who 
have thus done more harm to their own dis- 
tinctions of sacred and profane, than all which 
has been charged on the ridicule they occasion. 

The last quotation shall be from the admi- 
rable aalicle on War, which made a profound 
impression on me. You cannot help laughing 
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at it: the humour is high and triumphasit; 
but the laugh ends in very serious reflections on 
the natiye of war, and Hie very doubtful mo- 
rality of those who make no scruple, when it 
suits them, of advocating the certainty of cala- 
mity in some things, while they protest against 
the least hazard of it in others. Voltaire no* 
tices the false and frivolous pretensions, upon 
which princes subject their respective countries 
to tihe miseries of war, purely to oblige their 
own cupidity and ambition; One of them, he 
says, finds in some old document a daim or pre^ 
tence of some relation of his to some piece of 
land in the possession of another. He gives 
the other notice of his daim; the other will 
not hear of it : so the prince in question ^'picks 
up a great many men, who have, nothing 
to do and nothing to lose ; binds their hats: 
with coarse white worsted. Jive sous to the eU ; 
turns them to the right and left, and marches 
away with &iem to ^U>ry.^^ Now, the glory and 
the white worsted, the potentate who is to 
have an addition to his coffers, and the poor, 
soul who is to be garnished for it with a halo, 
of bobbin, "five sous to the ell,*' here come 
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into admirable coatrast. War may be neces* 
sary on some occasions, till a wiser remedy be 
found ; and ignoble causes may bring into play 
very noble passions ; but it is desirable that 
the world should take the necessity of no ex- 
isting system for granted, which is accompanied 
with horrible evils- This is a lesson which 
Voltaire has taught us; and it is invaluable. 
Our author terminates his ridicule on War 
with a sudden and startling apostrophe to an 
eminent preacher on a very different subject. 
The familiar tone of the reproof is very plea^- 
sant. '^ Bourdalone, a very bad sermon have 
you made against Love ; against that passion 
which consoles and restores the human race; 
but not a word, bad or good, have you said 
against this passion that tears us to pieces/' 
(I quote .from memory, and am not sure of 
my words in this extract; but the spirit of 
them is the same.) He adds, that aU the mi- 
series ever produced in the world by Love, do 
not come up to the calamities occasioned by a 
single campaign. If he means Love in the 
abstract, unconnected with the systems by 
which it has been regulated in different parts 
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of the world, he is probably hi the right ; but 
the miscaleulation is enormous, if he includes 
those. The seventy thousand prostitutes alone 
in the streets of London, which we arp told 
are the inevitable accompaniment, and even 
safeguard, of the virtuous part of our system, 
(to say nothing of the tempers, the jealousies, 
the chagrins, the falsehoods, the quarrels, and 
the repeated murders which afflict and astonish 
us even in that,) most probably experience 
more bitterness of heart every day of their 
lives, than is caused by any one campaign, 
however wild and flagitious. 

Besides Voltaire and the "Connoisseur," I 
was very fond at that time of "Johnson's Lives 
of the Poets," and a great reader of Pope. 
My admiration of the "Rape of the Lock" 
led me to write a long mock-heroic poem, en- 
titled the " Battle of the Bridal Ring," the 
subject of which was a contest between two 
rival orders of spirits, on whom to bestow a 
lady in marriage. I venture to say, that it 
would have been well spoken of by the critics, 
and was not worth twopence. I recollect one 
couplet^ which will serve to show how I mi- 
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micked the tone of my author. It was an 
apostrophe to Mantua, — 

'^ Mantua, of great and small the long renown. 
That now a Virgil giv'st, and now a gown,'' 

Dryden I read too, but not with that relish 

for his nobler versification which I afterwards 

acquired. Dramatic reading, with all my love 

of the play, I never was fond of ; yet, in the 

interval of my departure from school, and my 

getting out of my teens, I wrote two farces, 

a comedy, and a tragedy ; and the plots of all 

(such as they were) were inventions. The 

hero of my tragedy was the Earl of Surrey 

(Howard, the poet) who was put to death by 

Henry the Eighth. I forget what the comedy 

was upon. The title of one of the farces was 

the " Beau Miser," which may explain the 

nature of it. The other was called " A Htm- 

dred a Year," and turned upon a hater of the 

country, who, upon having an annuity to that 

amount given him, on condition of his never 

going out of London, becomes a hater of the 

town. In the last scene, his annuity died 

a jovial death in a country-tavern; the be- 



THE AUTHORS LIFE. 209 

stower entering the room just as my hero 
had got on a table, with a glass in his hand, 
to drink confusion to the metropolis. All 
these pieces were, I doubt not, as bad as need 
be. About ten years ago, being sleepless one 
night with a fit of enthusiasm, in consequence 
of reading about the Spanish play of the Cid, 
in Lord Holland's ** Life of Guillen de Castro,'* 
I determined to write a tragedy on the same 
subject, which was accepted at Drury Lane. 
Perhaps the conduct of this piece was not with* 
out merit, the conclusion of each act throwing 
the interest into the succeeding one; but I 
had great doubts of all the rest of it ; and on 
receiving it from Mr. EUiston to make an al- 
teration in the third act, very judiciously pro- 
posed by him, I looked the whole of the play 
over again, and convinced myself it was unfit 
for the stage : I therefore withheld it. I had 
made my hero too much like the beau ideal 
of a modem reformer, instead of the half-god- 
like, half-bigoted soldier that he was. I began 
afterward3 to re-cast the play, but grew tired 
and gave it up. The Cid would make a deli- 
rious character for the stage, or in any work ; 
vol.. II. p 
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not, indeed, as Comeille declaimed him, nor as 
inferior writers might adapt him to the reign- 
ing taste ; but taken, I mean, as he was, with 
the noble impulses he received from nature, 
the drawbacks with which a bigoted age qua- 
lified them, and the social and open-hearted 
pleasantry (not the least evidence of his noble- 
ness) that brings forth his heart, as it were, in 
flashes through the stem armour. But this 
would require a strong hand, and readers ca- 
pable of grappling with it. In the mean time, 
they should read of him in Mr. Southey's 
Chronicle of the Cid, (an admirable summary 
from the old Spanish writers,) and in the de- 
lightful verses at the end of it, translated from 
an old Spanish Poem by Mr. Hookham Frere, 
with a triumphant force and fidelity, that you 
know to be true to the original at once. It 
seems to me, that if I could live my life over 
again, and command a proper quantity of health 
and muscles from my ancestors, or a gymna- 
siiun, I could write some such poem myself, 
and make a book of it. AU that I pretend at 
present, when I think what a poem ought to 
be, is to be a reader not unworthy. As to the 
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drama, I am persuaded I have no sort of talent 
for it ; though I can paint a portrait or so in 
dialogue pretty well out of history, as in the 
imaginary conversations of Pope and Swift, 
that have appeared in the New Monthly Ma- 
gazine. 

At the period I am speaking of, drcumstan* 
ces introduced me to the acquaintance of Mr. 
Bell, \he Proprietor of the " Weekly Messen- 
ger.** In his house in the Strand, I used to 
hear of politics and dramatic criticism, and of 
the persons who wrote them. Mr. BeU had 
heen well known as a bookseller, and a specu- 
lator in elegant lypography. It is to him the 
public are indebted for the small edition of the 
Poets that preceded Cooke's, and which, with 
all my predilections for that work, was \m* 
questionably superior to it Besides, it inclu- 
ded Chaucer and Spenser. The omission of 
these in Cooke's edition was as unpoetical a 
sign of the times, as the existing familiarity 
with their names is the reverse. It was thought 
a ndark of good sense ! As if good sense, in 
matters of literature, did not consist as much 
in knondng what was poetical in poetry, as 

p 2 
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brilliant in wit. Mr. Bell was upon the whole 
a remarkable person. He was a plain man, 
with a red face, and a nose exaggerated by in- 
temperance ; and yet there was something not 
unpleasing in his comitenance, especially when 
he spoke. He had sparkling black eyes, a 
good-natured smile, gentlemanly manners, and 
one of the most agreeable voices I ever heard. 
He had no acquirements, perhaps not even 
grammar ; but his taste in putting forth a pub- 
lication, and getting the best artists to adorn 
it, was new in those times, and may be admired 
in any ; and the same taste was observable in 
his house. He knew nothing of poetry. He 
thought the Delia Cruscans fine people, because 
they were known in the circles ; and for Mil- 
ton's Paradise Lost he had the same epithet as 
for Mrs. Crouch's face, or the phaeton of Ma- 
jor Topham : he thought it " pretty." Yet a 
certain liberal instinct, and turn for large deal- 
ing, made him include Chaucer and Spenser 
in his edition ; he got Stothard to adorn the 
one, and Mortimer the other ; and in the midst^ 
I suspect, of very equivocal returns, published 
a British Theatre with embellishments, and a 
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similar edition of the plays of Shakspeare, — 
the incorrectest work, according to Mr. Chal- 
mers, that ever issued from the press. Unfor- 
tmmtely for Mr. Bell, he had as great a taste 
for neat wines and ankles, as for pretty books ; 
and, to crown his misfortunes, the Prince of 
Wales, to whom he was bookseller, once did 
him the honour to partake of an entertaui- 
ment at his house. He ' afterwards beoime a. 
bankrupt. He was one of those men whose 
temperament and turn for enjoyment throw a 
sort of grace over whatsoever they do, standing 
them in stead of every thing but prud.ehoe, and 
sometimes even supplying them with the con- 
sedations which imprudence itself ha^ forfeited. 
After his bankruptcy he set up a newspaper, 
which became profitable to every body but 
himself. He had become so used to lawyers 
and baUifis, that the more his concerns flou- 
rished, the more his debts flourished with them. 
It seemed as if he would have been too happy 
without them ; too exempt from the cares that 
beset the prudent. The first time I saw him, 
he was standing in a chemist's shop, waiting 
tiH the road was clear for him to issue forth. 
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He had a txioth-ojchey for which he held a hand- 
kerchief over his mouth ; and, while he kept 
a sharp look-out with his bright eye, was alter- 
nately groaning in a most gentlemanly man- 
ner over his gums, and addressing some polite 
words to the shopman. I had not then been 
introduced to him, and did not know his per- 
son : so that the effect of his voice upon me 
was unequivocal. I liked him for it, and wish- 
ed the bailiff at the devil. 

In the office of the " Weekly Messenger,** 
I saw one day a person who looked the epi- 
tome of squalid authorship. He was wretch- 
edly dressed and dirty; and the rain, as he 
took his hat off, came away from it as from a 
spout. This was a man of the name of Badini, 
who had been poet at the Opera, and was then 
editor of the " Messenger." He was after- 
wards sent out of the country under the Alien 
Act, and became reader of the English papers 
to Bonaparte. His intimacy with some of the 
first families in the country, among whom he 
had been a teacher, is supposed to have been 
of use to the French government. He wrote 
a good idiomatic English style, and was a man 
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of abilities. I had never before seen a pwr 
author^ such as are described in books; and 
the spectacle of the reality startled me. Like 
other authors, however, who are at once very 
poor and very clever, his poverty was his own 
fault. When he. received any money, he dis- 
appeared, and was understood to spend it m 
alehouses. We heard that in Paris he kept 
his carriage. I have since met with authors 
of the same squalid description ; but they were 
destitute of ability, and had no more right to 
profess literature as a trade, than alchemy. It 
is from these that the common notions about 
die poverty of the profession are taken. One 
of them, poor fellow ! might have cut a figure 
in Smollett. He was a proper ideal author, in 
rusty black, out at elbows, thin and pale. He 
brought me an ode about an eagle ; for which 
the publisher of a magazine, he said, had had 
^^ the inhumanity" to offer him half-a-crown« 
His necessity for money. he did not deny; 
but his great anxiety was to know whether, 
as a poetical composition, his ode was not 
worth more. " Is that poetry^ Sir ?" cried 
he : " that 's what I want to know — is that 
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poetry T' rising from his chair, and staring 
and trembling in all the agony of contested 
excellence. 

My brother John, at the beginning of the year 
1805, set up a paper, called the " News," and I 
went to live with him in Brydges-street, and 
write the theatricals in it. It was he that in* 
vented the round window in the office of that 
paper, to attract attention. I say, the paper 
was his own ; but it is a singular instance of my 
incuriousness, that I do not know to this day, 
and most likely never did, whether he had any 
share in it or not. Upon reflection, my impres* 
sion is, that he had not. At all events, he was 
the printer and publisher, and he occupied the 
house. 

It was the custom at that time for editors 
of papers to be intimate with actors and dra- 
matists. They were often proprietors, as well 
as editors; and, in that case, it was not ex- 
pected that they should escape the usual inter- 
course, or wish to do so. It was thought a 
feather in the cap of all parties ; and with their 
feathers they tickled one another. The news- 
paper man had consequence in the green-room. 
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and plenty of tickets for his friends ; and he 
dined at amusing tables. The dramatist se^ 
cured a good-natured oitique in hii^ journal^ 
sometimes got it written himself, or, according 

to Mr. Reynolds, was even himself the author 

« •- 

of it. The actor, if he was of any eminence, 
stood upon the samie ground of reciprocity; 
and not to know a pretty actress, would have 
been a want of the knowing in general. Upon 
new performers, and upon writers not yet in- 
troduced, a journalist was more impartial ; and 
sometimes, where the proprietor was in one m* 
terest more than another, or for some personal 
reason grew offended with an actor, or set of 
actors, a criticism would occasionally be hostUe^ 
and even severe. An editor, too, would now 
and then suggest to his employer the policy of 
exercising a freer authority, and obtain influ- 
ence enough with him to show symptoms of 
it 1 believe, Mr. Bell's editor, who was more 
clever, was also more impartial than most 
critics J though the publisher of the ^'British 
Theatre," and patron of the " Delia Cruscans," 
must haye been hampered with literary inti* 
macies. The best chanoe for an editor, who 
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wished to have any thing like an opinion of his 
own, was the appearance of a rival newspaper 
with a strong theatrical connexion. Influence 
was here threatened with diminution. It was 
to be held up on other grounds ; and the critic 
was permitted to find out, that a bad play was 
not good, or an actress's petticoat of the lawful 
dimensions. 

Pufiing and plenty of tickets were, however, 
the system of the day. It was an interchange 
of amenities over the dinner-table; a flattery 
of power on the one side, and puns on the 
other ; and what the public took for a criticism 
on a play, was a draft upon the box-office, or 
reminiscences of last Thursday's salmon and 
lobster-sauce. 

Things are altered now. Editors of news- 
papers (with one or two scandalous exceptions, 
and they make a buUying show of independ- 
ence) are of a higher and more independent 
order ; and proprietors are wealthier, and leave 
their editors more to themselves. Tickets are 
accepted from the theatres ; but it is upon an 
understanding that theatrical criticism of any 
sort is useful to both parties. At the time 
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when the "News" was set up, there was no 
such thing, strictly speaking, as impartial news- 
paper criticism ; there was hardly any criticism 
at all — I mean, any attempt at it, or articles 
of any length. The best critiques were to be 
found in weekly papers, bei^use their corrup* 
tion was of less importance. For the most 
part, the etiquette was, to write as short and as 
favourable a paragraph on the new piece as 
could be ; to say that Bannister was *^ excel- 
lent,'' and Mrs. Jordan " charming" ; to notice 
the " crowded house," or invent it, if necessary; 
and to conclude by observing, that " the whole 
went off with eclats If a lord was in the 
boxes, he was noticed as well as the actors ; — a 
thing never done now, except as a help to a 
minor theatre. Lords may, sit by dozens in 
the boxes at Covent Garden, and an editor 
take no more notice of them than chorus- 
singers. For the rest, it was a critical religion 
in those times to admire Mr. Kemble ; and at 
the period in question. Master Betty had ap- 
peared, and been hugged to the hearts of the 
town as the young Roscius. 

We saw that independence in theatrical cri- 
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ticism would be a great novelty. We an- 
nounced it, and nobody believed us: — we 
stuck to it, and the town believed every thing 
we said. The proprietors of the "News,** of 
whom I knew so little that I cannot recollect 
with certainty any one of them, very hand- 
somely left me to myself. My reth-ed and 
scholastic habits kept me so ; and the pride of 
success confirmed my independence with re- 
gard to others. I was then in my twentieth 
year, m early period at that time for a writer. 
The usttal exaggeration of report made me 
younger than I was : and after being a " young 
Roscius'* poetical, I was now looked upon as 
one critical. To know an actor personally, 
appeared to me a vice not to be thought of; 
and I would as lief have taken poison as ac- 
cepted a ticket from the theatres. Good God ! 
To think of the grand opinion I had of my- 
self in those day s, and what little reason I had 
for it! Not to accept the tickets was very 
proper, considering that I bestowed more 
blame than praise. There was also more good- 
nature than I supposed in not allowing myself 
to know any actors; but the vanity of my 
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position had greater weight with me than any 
thing else, and I must have proved it to dis^ 
oemilig eyes, by the small quantity oi infor-i' 
mation I brought to my task, and the osten-^ 
tation with which I produced it. I knew 
almost as little of the drama, as . the young 
Rosdus himself. Luckily I had the advian* 
tage of him in knowing how unfit he was for 
his office; and probably he thought me as 
much so, though he could not have argued 
upon it; for I was in the minority respect- 
ing his merits, and the balance just then tremb- 
ling on the beam ; the " News," I believe, has- 
tened the settlement of the question. I wish 
with all my heart we had let him alone, and 
he had got a little more money. However, 
he obtained enough to create him a provision 
for life. His position, which appeared so 
brilliant at first, had a remarkable cruelty in 
it. Most men begin life with struggles, and 
have their vtoity sufficiently knocked about 
the head and shoulders, to make their kinder 
fortunes, the more welcome. Mr. Betty had 
his si^ar first, and his physic afterwards. He 
b^^n life Mrith a double childhood, with a 
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new and extraordinajy felicity added to the 
natural enjoyments of his age; and he lived 
to see it speedily come to nothing, and to be 
taken for an ordinary person. I am told that 
he acquiesces in his fate, and agrees that the 
town were mistaken. If so, he is no ordinary 
person still, and has as much right to our re- 
spect for his good sense, as he is declared on 
all hands to deserve it for his amiableness. I 
have an anecdote of him to both purposes, 
which exhibits him in a very agreeable light. 
A living writer, who, if he had been criti- 
cising in another what he did himself, would 
have attributed it to an overweening opinion 
of his good word, happened to be at a party • 
where Mr. Betty was present ; and in coming 
away, when they were all putting on their 
great coats, he thought fit to compliment the 
dethroned favourite of the town, by telling 
him that he recollected him in old times, and 
had been "much pleased with him." Mr. 
Betty, who appears to have shown all the 
address which the other wanted, looked • at 
his unlucky memorialist, as much as to say, 
"You don't tell me so!" and then starting 
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into a tragical attitude, exclaimed, " Oh, me- 
mory ! memory !" 

I was right about Master Betty, and I am 
sorry for it; though the town was in fault, 
not he. I think I was right also about Mr. 
Kemble ; but I have no regret upon that score. 
He flourished long enough after my attacks 
on his majestic dryness and deUberate nothings ; 
and Mr, Kean would have taken the public by 
storm, whether they had been prepared for him 
or not : 

** One touch of nature makes the whole world kin." 

Mr. Kemble faded before him, like a tragedy 
ghost. I never denied the merits which that 
actor possessed. He had the look of a Roman ; 
made a very good ideal, though not a very real 
Coriolanus, for his pride was not sufficiently 
blunt and unaffected : and in parts that suited 
his natural deficiency, such as Penruddock and 
the Abb6 de I'Epde, would have been altogether 
admirable and interesting, if you could have 
forgotten that their sensibility, in his hands, 
was not so much repressed, as wanting. He 
was no more to be compared to his sister, than 



224 RECOLLECTIONS OF 

Stone is to flesh and blood. There was much 
of the pedagogue in him. He made a great 
fuss about trifles ; was inflexible on a pedantic 
reading : in short, was rather a teacher of elo- 
cution than an actor ; and not a good teacher, 
on that account. There was a merit in his 
idealism, as far as it went. He had, at least, 
faith in something classical and scholastic, and 
he made the town partake of it ; but it was all 
on the surface, — a hollow trophy: and I am 
persuaded, that he was a very dull person, and 
had no idea in his head but of a stage Roman, 
and the dignity he added to his profession. 

But if I was right about Mr. Kemble, whose 
admirers I plagued enough, I was not equally 
so about the living dramatists, whom I plagued 
more. I laid aU the deficiencies of the modem 
drama to their account, and treated them like 
a parcel of mischievous boys, of whom J was 
the schoohnaster and whipper-in. I forgot 
that it was I who was the boy, and that they 
knew twenty times more of the world than I 
did. Not that I mean to say their comedies 
were excellent, or that my commonplaces about 
the superior merits of Congreve and Sheridan 
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irere not well fouHded; but there was more 
talent in their " five-act farces" than I sup- 
posed ; and I mistook, in great measure, the de- 
feet of the age, — ^its dearth of dramatic charac- 
ter, — for that of the writers who were to draw 
upon it It is true, a great wit, by a laborious 
process, and the help of his acquirements, might 
extract a play or two from it, as was Sheridan's 
•own case ; but there was a great deal of imita- 
tion even in Sheridan, and he was fain to help 
himself to a little originality out of .the charac- 
ters of his less formalized countrymen, his own 
included. It is remarkable, that the three most 
amusing dramatists of the last age, Sheridan, 
€roldsmith, and O'Keeiffe, were all Irishmen, 
and all had characters of their own. Sheridan, 
after all, was Swift's Sheridan come to life 
again in the person of his grandson, with the 
oratory of Thomas Sheridan, the father, super- 
added and brought to bear. Goldsmith, at a 
disadvantage in his breeding, but full of ad- 
dress with his pen, drew upon his own absur- 
dities and mistakes, and filled his dramas with 
ludicrous perplexity. O'Keeffe was aU for 
whim and impulse, but not without a good 

VOL. II Q 
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deal of conscience; and, accordingly, in fais 
plays we have a sort of young and pastoral 
taste of life in the very midst of its sophisti- 
cations. Animal spirits, squips and cranks, 
credulity, and good intention, are triumphant 
tliroughout, and make a delicious mixture. 
It is a great credit to O'Keeffe, that he ran 
sometimes dose upon the borders of the sen- 
^tiinental drama, and did it not only with im- 
punity but advantage: but sprightliness and 
sincerity enable a man to do every thing 
with advantage. It is a pity that as much 
cannot be said of Mr. Colman, who, after 
taking more license in his writings than any 
body, has become a Licenser ex officio, and 
seems inclined to license nothing but cant 
When this writer got into the sentimental, he 
made a sad business of it, iat he had no faith, in 
sentiment. He mouthed and overdid it, as a 
man does when he is telling a lie. At a farce 
he was admirable; and remains so, whether 
writing or licensing. Morton seemed to take 
a coloiur from the writers all round hito, esped- 
aUy from O'Keeffe and the sentimentalists. 
His sentiment was more in earnest than Mr. 
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dolman^ y«t somehom not bappy either. 
There was a gloom in it, aad a smack of the 

OUL Bailey. It was best when he put it in 
a shape of humour, as in the paternal and 
inextingui^haUe tmUni^m of Old Rapid in a 
Curejwr the HearUAche. Young Rapid, who 
complains that his father '^sleeps so slow,** is 
also a pleasant fellow, and worthy of O'Keeffe. 
He is one of the numerous crop that sprang 
up from WUd Oats, but not in so natural a 
soil. The character of the modem drama at 
that time was singularly commercial ; nothing 
but gentlemen in distress, and hard landlords, 
and generous interferers, and fathers who got a 
great deal of money, and sons who spent it. 

I remember the whole wit of Mr. H 's 

^y ran updu prices, bonds, and post-obits. 
You might know what the pit thought of 
their pound-notes by the ostientatious indiffe- 
rence with which the heroes of the pieces gave 
them away, and the admiration and preteaded 
approval with which the spectators observed 
it. To make a present of a hundred pounds 
was as if a man had uprooted and given away 
am Egyptian pyramid. 

Q 2 
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Mr. Reynolds was not behindhand with h& 
brother dramatists, in drawing upon the taste 
of the day for gains and distresses. It appears, 
by his Memoirs, that he had too much reason 
for so doing. He was perhaps the least am- 
bitious, and the least vain, (whatever charges 
to the contrary his animal spirits might have 
brought on him,) of aU the writers of that 
period. In complexional vivacity he certainly 
did not yield to any of them ; his comedies, if 
they were fugitive, were genuine representa- 
tions of fugitive manners, and went merrily 
to their death ; and there is one of them, the 
** Dramatist,'' founded upon something more 
lasting, which promises to remain in the col« 
lections, and deserves it : which is not a little 
to say of any writer. I never wish for a hear- 
tier laugh than I have enjoyed, since I grew 
wiser, not only in seeing, but in reading the 
vagaries of his dramatic hero, and his mysti- 
fications of " Old Scratch." When I read the 
good-humoured Memoirs of this writer the 
other day, I felt quite ashamed of the ignorant 
and boyish way in which I used to sit in judg* 
ment upon his faults, without being aware of 



THE AUTHOR'S^ LIFE, 399 

what was good in him ; and my repentance 
was increased by the very proper manner in 
which he speaks of his critics, neither denying 
the truth of their charges in letter, nor admits 
ting them altogether in spirit ; in fact, showing 
that he knew very well what he was about, 
and that they, whatsoever they fancied to the 
contrary, did not. Mr. Reynolds, agreeably to 
his sense and good-humour, never said a word 
to his critics at the time. Mr. Thomas Dibdin, 
not quite so wise, wrote me a letter, which In- 
dedon, I am told, remonstrated with him for 
sending, sa3dng, it would do him no good with 
the " d boy." And he was right. 1 pub- 
lished it, with an answer, and only thought 
that I made dramatists "come bow to me*" 
Mr. Colman attacked me in a prologue, whidi 
by a« curious chance Fawcett spoke right 
in my teeth, the box I sat in happening to be 
directly opposite him. I laughed at the pro- 
logue; and only looked upon Mr. Colman 
as a great monkey pelting me with nuts, 
which I ate. Attacks of this kind were little 
calculated to obtain their end with a youth who 
persuaded himself that he wrote for nothing 
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the same as in the News, for several years; 
by which time reflection, and the society of 
better critics, had made me wiser. In politics 
T soon got interested, as a man; though I 
never could bear them, as a writer. It was 
against the grain that I was encouraged to 
begin them ; and against the grain I ever after- 
wards sat down to write, except when the sub- 
ject was of a very general description and 1 
could introduce philosophy and the belles let- 
tres. People accused me of conspiring with 
Cobbett and my gallant namesake, Henry 
Hunt ; when the fact is, I never beheld either 
of them : so private a public man have I been. 
I went criminally late to my political article ; 
gave a great deal of trouble to printers and 
newsmen, for which I am heartily sorry ; and 
hastened back as fast as I could to my verses 
and books, among which I had scarcely a work 
upon politics. The progress of society has since 
deeply interested me, and I should do better 
now, because I have better learnt the value of 
time, and politics have taken with me a wider 
and kindlier aspect: but owing to a dispute 
of a very painful nature, in which every body 
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thought himself in the right, and was perhaps 
more or less in the wrong, I have long ceased 
to have any hand in the Examiner, and lat* 
terly to have any property in it. I shall thei»« 
fore say nothing more of the paper, except that 
I was very much in earnest in all I wrote; 
that I was in a perpetual fluctuation, during 
the time, of gay spirits and wretched health, 
which conspired to make me a sensitive ob- 
server, and a very bad man of business ; and 
that I think precisely as I did on all subjects 
when I last wrote in it : — ^with this difierence, 
— that I am inclined to object to the circum- 
stances that make the present state of society 
what it is, stiU more ; and to individuals who 
are the creatures of those circumstances, not 

at all. 

I proceed to the story of my imprisonment ; 
which concerns others as well as' myself, and 
contains some delineations of character; but 
as it has been told before in the same words^ 
I shall print it with marks of quotation. I 
need not add, after what has been said at the 
dose of the last paragraph, that the exordium 
would have been a little different now had it 
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been newlj written: but I let it stand, be- 
cause it was written as conscientiously and 
with as free a spirit, as it would be written 
still. I no longer think I have a right to 
quarrel with individuals or their characters, 
any more than they have with one^s own ; 
and besides objecting to the right or utility 
of the thing, I have observed that those are 
loudest against others, who can the least bear 
to have any thing said of themselves ; which 
is a fault I am willing to value myself upon 
not being charged with. Enough remains, in 
all conscience, to oppose and object to, if we 
prefer our utility to our spleen ; and quite 
enough to show we are independent, and not 
likely to be bribed. 

** Some of my readers may remember that 
my brother and myself were sentenced to a 
two years' imprisonment for a libel on the 
Prince Regent ; I say, without hesitation, a 
Kbel ; since the word means ,no more, now-a^ 
days, either for a man or against him, than its 
original signification of a * little book/ Let 
those thank themselves that such is the cttse^ 
who by their own confusion of terms and 
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penalties, and their application of one and the 
same word to the lowest private scandal and 
the highest impulses of puUic spirit, have ren- 
dered honest men not ashamed of it. It is r&> 
markahle, that the same Whig Judge (Lord 
Mlenhorough) who had directed the Jury to 
find us innocent on a prior occasion, when we 
were indicted for sapng that * of all M onarchs 
mnse the Revolution, the successor of Geoi^ 
the Third (then reigning) would have the finest 
opportunity of becoming nobly popular,' had 
now the task of giving them a very different 
Intimation, because we thought that the Regent 
had not acted up to his opportunities. I was 
provoked to write the libel by the interest I 
took in the disappointments of the Irish nation, 
which had very particular claims on the pro- 
mises of his Royal Highness ; but what, per- 
haps, embittered it most in the palate of that 
fllustsious Personage, was its contradiction of 
an awkward panegyric which had just appear- 
ed on him from the pen of some foolish person 
in the ' Morning Post,' calling him, at his time 
of life, a chmmer of all hearts and an Adonis of 

« 

loveliness. At another time, I should have 
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laughed at this in a rhyme or two, and remain- 
ed free ; the courts of law having a judicious 
instinct against the reading of merry rhymes ; 
but the two things coming together, and the 
Irish venting their spleen pretty stoutly over 
their wine at the dinner on St. Patrick's Day, 
(indeed they could not weU be more explicit, 
for they groaned and hissed when his name 
was mentioned,) I wrote an attack equally 
grave and vehement, and such as every body 
said would be prosecuted. Little did I foresee, 
that, in the course of a few years, this same 
people, the Irish, would burst into an enthu- 
siasm of joy and confidence, merely because the 
illustrious Personage paid them a visit ! I will 
not say they were rightly served, in finding 
that nothing came of it, for I do not think so ; 
especially as we are not bound to take the in- 
habitants of a metropolis as representatives of 
the wretched millions in other parts of the 
country, who have since been in worse state 
than before. But this I may be allowed to 
say, that if ever I regretted having gone to 
prison in their behalf, it was then and then 
only. 
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^* Between the verdict and the passing of 
sentence, a drcumstaiice occurred, not of so 
singular a nature, perhaps, as it may seem. We 
were given to understand, through the me>> 
dium of a third person, but hi a manner' em- 
phatically serious and potential, that if we 
would abstain in future from commenting 
upon the actions of the royal F^sonage, means 
would be found to prevent our going to pri- 
son. The same offer was afterwards repeated, 
as far as the payment of a fine was concerned, 
upon our going thither. 1 need not add, that 
we declined both. We do not mean to affirm, 
that these offers came directly or indirectly 
from the quarter in whi6h they might be sup^ 
posed to ori^nate ; but we know the imme- 
diate quarter from which they did come ; and 
this we may affirm, that of all the * two hun- 
dred and fifty particular friends,' who dined 
on one occasion at Carlton House, and delight- 
ed the public with that amazing record of at- 
tachment, his Royal Highness had not one 
more zealous or liberal in his behalf. 

" The expectation of a prison was in one re- 
spect very formidable to me ; for I had been 



S88 SECOLLECTIONS OF 

a long time in a bed state of health ; and when 
notice was given that we were to be brought 
up for judgment, I had just been advised by 
the physician to take exercise every day on 
horseback, and go down to the sea-side. I was 
resolved, however, to do no disgrace either to 
the courage which I really possessed, or to an 
example which I can better speak of in any 
other place than this. I accordingly put my 
countenance in its best trim ; I made a point 
of wearing my best apparel ; put on my new 
hat and gloves, and descended into the legal 
arena to be sentenced gallantly. As an in<- 
stance of the imagination which I am accus* 
tomed to mingle with every thing, I was at 
that time reading a little work, to which Mil- 
ton is indebted, the Comus of Erycius Puteap- 
nus ; and this, which is a satire on ' Bacchuses 
and their revellers,' I pleased myself with hav- 
ing in my pocket. It is necessary, on passing 
sentence for a libel, to read over again the 
words that composed it. This was the busi- 
ness of Lord Ellenborough, who baffled the 
attentive audience in a very ingenious man- 
ner by affecting every instant to hear a h<Mse^ 
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and eaOing upmi the Officers of the Court 
to prevent it Mr. Garrow, the Attorney-Ge- 
neral. (who had succeeded Sir Vicary Gibbs 
at a very cruel moment, for the indictment 
had been brought by that irritable perscm» 
and was t^e first against us which took 
eifect,) behaved to us with a politeness that 
was coniadeired extraordinary. Not so Mr. 
Justice Grose, who delivered the sentence. 
To be didactic and old womanish bdonged to 
his <ri9Sce; but to lecture us on pandering to 
the pubMe appetite for scandal, was what we 
eould not so easily bear. My brother, as I 
had been the writer, expected me, perhaps, to 
be the spokesman ; and speak I certainly should 
have done, had not I been prevented by the 
dread of a hesitation in my speech, to which 
I had been subject when a boy, and the fear 
of which (perhaps idly, for I hesitate least 
among strangers, and very rarely at all) has 
been the main cause, I beHeve, that I have 
appeared and acted in public less than any 
other pubMe man. There is reason to think, 
that Lord Ellenborough was still less easy than 
ourselves. He knew that we were acquaint* 
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ed with his visits to Carlton-house and Bright 
ton, (sympathies not eminently decent in a 
Judge,) and the good things he had obtained 
for his kinsmen, and we could not help pre- 
ferring our feelings *at the moment to those 
which induced him to keep his eyes fixed on 
his papers, which he did almost the whole 
time of our being in Court, never turning 
them once to the place on which we stood. 
There were divers points besides those, on 
which he had some reason to fear that we 
might choose to return the lecture of the 
Bench. He did not even look at us, when he 
asked, in the course of his duty, whether it 
was our wish to make any remarks. I an- 
swered, that we did not wish to make any 
there^ and Sir Nash proceeded to pass sen- 
tence. At the sound of two years' imprison- 
ment in separate jails, my brother and myself 
instinctively pressed each other's arm. It was 
a heavy blow ; but the pressure that acknow- 
ledged it, encouraged the resolution to bear 
it; and I do not believe either of us inter- 
changed a word afterwards on the subject. 
<<We parted in hackney-coaches for our re- 
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spective abodes, accompanied by two tipstaves 
apiece. I cannot help smiling to think of a 
third person whom I liad with me^ when 
I contrast his then situation with his present : 
but he need not be alarmed. I will not do 
him the injustice either of hurting or recom- 
mending him by the mention of his name. 
He was one of the best-natured fellows in the 
world, and I dare say he is so still; but, as 
Strap says, ^ Non omnia possumus omnes.' 

**The tipstaves prepared me for a singular 
character in my jailer. His name was Ives- 
I was told he was a very self-willed personage, 
not the more accommodating for being in a 
bad state of health, and that he called every 
body Mister. * In short,* said one of the tip- 
staves, 'he is one as may be led, but he'll 
never be druv.' 

'' The sight of the prison-gate and the high 
wall was a dreary business. I thought of my 
horseback and the downs of Brighton; but 
e6ngratulated myself, at all events, that I had 
coine thither with a good conscience. After 
waiting in the prison-yard as long as if it had 
been the antiroom of a minister, I was at 
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length ushered into the presence of thcf great 
man. He was in his parlour, which was de- 
cently furnished, and had a hasin of broth 
before him, which he quitted on my appear- 
ance, and rose with much solemnity to meet 
me. He seemed about fifty years of age ; had. 
a white night-cap on, as if he was going to 
be hung, and a great red face, which looked 
ready to burst with blood. Indeed, he was 
not allowed by his physician to speak in a 
tone above a whisper. The first thing he said 
was, * Mister, I 'd ha' given a matter of a hun- 
dred pounds, that you had not come to this 
place — a hundred pounds!' The emphasis 
which he laid on the word * hundred' was enor- 
mous. I forget what I answered. I endea- 
voured, as usual, to make the best of things ; 
but he recurred over and over again to the 
hundred pounds ; and said he wondered, for 
his part, what the Government meant by send^ 
ing me there, for the prison was not a prison 
fit for a gentleman. He often repeated thi» 
opinion afterwards, adding, with a peculiar 
nod of his head, * and Mister, they knows it.* 
I said, that if a gentleman deserved, to be s^it 
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to prison, he ought not to be treated witb a 
greater nicety than any one else : upon which 
be torrected me, observing veiy ^opetly, 
(though, as the phrase* is^ it Was one Word 
for the gentleman and iwo for his own apart* 
mehts,) that a person who had beert used to a 
better mode of lodging and living than *low 
people/ was not treated with ihe same jus- 
tice, if forced to live exactly as they did. I 
told him his observation was very true ; which 
gave him a favourable opinion of my under* 
Standing: for I had many occasions of re^ 
marking, that, abstractedly considered, he 
looked upon nobody wbomsoev^ as his su^' 
periOT, speaking eVen of the members of the 
Royal Family as persons whom be knew very 
well, and estimated no more than became faim^ 
Otie Hoyai Duke had lunched in his parlour, 
and another he bad laid under some polite 
^MtgaHon. ^ They k*fows me/ said he, * very 
well, Mistef; and. Mister, I knows ihem/ 
TMs concluding sentence he uttered with great 
particularity and precision. H6 was not proof, 
howeVet, against a Greek Rndsr, whi^h he 
happened to light upon one dky among Hiiy 
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books. Its unintelligible character gave him* 
a notion that he had got somebody to deal 
with, who might really know something which 
he did not. Perhaps the gilt leaves and red 
morocco binding had their share in the magic. 
The upshot was, that he always showed him- 
self anxious to appear well with me, as a clever 
fellow, treating me with great civility on all 
occasions but one, when I made him very 
angry by disappointing him in a money 
amount. The Pindar was a mystery that stag- 
gered him. I remember very well, that giving 
me a long account one day of sometliing con- 
nected with his business, he happened to catch 
with his eye the shelf that contained it, and 
whether he saw it or not, abruptly finished by 
observing, * But, Mister, you knows all these 
things as well as I do.' Upon the whqle, my 
new acquaintance was as strange a person as 
I ever met, with. A total want of education, 
together with a certain vulgar acuteness, con- 
spired to render him insolent and pedantic. 
Disease sharpened his tendency to violent fits 
of passion, which threatened to suffocate him; 
and then in his intervals of better health, he 
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urauld' issue forth^ witb' his cock-up-nose and 
his hat on one side, as great a fop as a jockey. 
I remember his coming to my rooms, about the 
middle of my imprisonment, as if on purpose 
to insult over my ill health with the contrast 
of his own convalescence, putting his arms in a 
gay manner a-kimho, and telling me I should 
never live to go out, whereas he was riding 
about as stout as ever, and had just been in the 
country. He died before I left prison.. The 
word jml^ in deference to the way in which 
it is sometimes spelt, he called ^t)fe; and' Mr* 
Brougham he always spoke of as Mi*- JSrvffixmi 
He one day apologized for this mode of pro- 
nunciation, or rather gave a specimen of his 
vanity and self-will, which will show the reader 
at once the high notions a jailer may entertain 
of himself: * I find,* said he, * that they calls 
him Broom; but. Mister,' (assuming a look 
from which there was to be no appeal,) * I calls 
him JSruffam /" 

"Finding that my host did not think the 
prison fit for me, I asked if he would let me 
have an apartment in his house. He pronoun- 
ced it impossible; which was a trick to en« 
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Iniice the price. I could not make an oSer to 
please him ; and he stood out so long, and, as 
he thought, so cunningly, that he subsequently 
ovareached himself by his trickery; as the 
waders. wiU see. HU olgect was to keep me 
among the prisoners, till he could at <»ice 
sicken me of the place, and get the pennission 
of the magistrates to receive me into his house; 
which was a thing he reckoned upon as a cer- 
tainty. He thus hoped to secure himself in all 
quarters; for his vanity was almost as strong 
as his avarice ; he was equally fond of getting 
mon^y in privitte, and of the approbation of 
the great men he had to deal with in public ; 
and it so happened, that there had been no 
prisoner, above the poorest condition, before 
my arrival, Mrith the exception of Colonel Des- 
pard. From abusing the prison, he then sud. 
denly fell to speaking well of it, or rather of 
the room occupied by the Colonel, and said 
that another corresponding with it would make 
me a capital apartment. * To be sure,* said he, 
* there is nothing but bare walls, and I have no 
bed to put in it.' I replied, that of course I 
should not be hindered from having my owh 
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bed £rem home. He said, * No ; and if it raim,^ 
observed he, * you have only to put up with 
want of light for a time.' ' What !' exdaimed 
I, ^ are there no windows ?' * Windows, Mis- 
ter!' med he; 'no windows in a prison of ^ 
this sort ; no glass. Mister : but excellent 
shutters.^ 

'' It was finally agreed, that I should sleep 
for a night or two in a garret of the jailer's 
house, tin my bed could be got ready in the 
prison and the windows glazed. A dreary 
evening followed, which, however, let me com- 
pletely into the man's character, and showed 
him in a variety of lights, some ludicrous and 
others as melancholy. There was a full-length 
portrait, in the room, of a little girl, dizened 
out in her best. This, he told me, was his 
daughter, whom he had disinherited for dis^ 
obedience. I tried to suggest a few reflections 
to him, capable of doing her service ; but diso- 
bedience, I found, was an offence doubly irrita- 
ting to his nature, on account of his sovereign 
habits as a jailer; and seeing his irritability 
likely to inflame the plethora of his counte- 
nance, I desisted. Though not allowed to 
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speak above a whisper, he was extremdiy wil^ 
ling to talk; but at an early hour I pleaded 
my own state of health, and retired to bed. 

** On taking possession of my garret, I was 
treated with a piece of delicacy, which I never 
should have thought of finding in a prison. 
When 1 first entered its walls, I had been re* 
ceived by the under-jailer, a man who ap- 
peared an epitome of all that was forbidding in 
his office. He was short and very thick, had a 
hook nose, a great severe countenance, and a 
bunch of keys hanging on his arm. A friend 
once stopped short at sight of him, and said, in 
a melancholy tone, * And this is the jaifer V 
Honest old Cave! thine outside would have 
been unworthy of thee, if upon farther ac- 
quaintance I had not found it a very hearty 
outside, — ay, and, in my eyes, a very good- 
looking one, and as fit to contain the milk of 
human kindness that was in thee, as the husk 
of a cocoa. Was, did I say ? I hope it is in 
thee stiU ; I hope thou art alive to read this 
paper, and to perform, as usual, a hundred kind 
offices, as exquisite in their way as they are de- 
sirable and unlooked for. To finish at once 
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the chardeter of this man,— I could ti^vel* pre^ 
vail on him to accept any acknowledgment of 
his kindness, greater than a set of tea-things, 
and a piece or two of old furniture which I 
could not weU carry away. I had indeed the 
pleasure of leaving him in possession of a room 
I had papered ; but this was a thing unex-* 
pected, and which neither of us had supposed 
could be done. Had I been a Prince, I would 
have forced on him a pension. Being a jomv 
nalist, I made him accept an Examiner weekly, 
which, I trust, he stiU Hves to relish his Sunday 
pipe with. 

** This man, in the interval between my ar- 
rival and introduction to the headrjailer, had 
found means to give me farther information 
respecting my new condition, and to express 
the interest he took in it. I thought little of 
his offers at the time. He behaved with the 
greatest ah* of deference to his principal ; moy^ 
ing as fast as his body would allow him, to 
execute his least intimation ; and holding the 
candle to Mm while he read, with an obse- 
quious zeal. But he had spoken to his wife 
about me, and his wife I found to be aS; great 
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a curipsity as himsdf. Both were more like 
the romantic jailers drawn in some of our mo- 
dem plays, than real Horsemonger-lane palpa* 
bilities. The wife, in her person, was as light 
and fragile as the husband was sturdy. She 
had the nerves of a fine lady, and yet went 
through the most unpleasant duties with the 
patience of a martyr. Her voice and look 
seemed to plead for a softness like their own, 
as if a loud reply would have shattered her, 
111 health had made her a Methodist, but this 
did not hinder her sympathy with an invalid 
who was none, or her love for her husband, who 
was as little of a saint as need be. Upon the 
whole, such an extraordinary couple, so appa- 
rently unsuitable, and yet so fitted for one ano- 
ther ; so apparently vulgar on one side, and yet 
so naturally delicate on both ; so misplaced in 
their situation, and yet for the good of others 
so admirably put there, I have never met with, 
before or since. 

*^ It was the business of this woman to lock 
me up in my garret ; but she did it so softly 
the first night, that I knew nothing of the 
matter. The night following, I thought I 
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hend a gentle tampering mth the lock. I 
tried it, and found it fastened. She heard me 
as she was going down-stairs, and said the next 
day, ^^ Ah, Sir, I thought I should have turned 

i 

the key so as for yoii not to hear it; but I 
found you did«" The whole conduct of this 
couple towards us, from first to last, was of 
a piece with this singular delicacy. 

^^ My bed was shortly put up^ and I slept in 
my new room. It was oa an upper story, and 
stood in a comer of the quadrangle, on the 
light hand as you enter the prison-gate. The 
windows (which had now been accommodated 
with glass, in addition to their ^ excellent shut- 
ters**) were high up, and barred ; but the rocnn 
was large and airy, and there was a fireplace. It 
was designed for a common room for the pri- 
soners on that story ; but the cells were then 
empty. The cells were ranged on either side 
of the arcade, of which the story is formed, 
and the room opened at the end of it. At 
night-time the door was locked ; then another 
on the top of the staircase, then another on the 
middle of the staircase, then a fourth at the 
bottom, a fifth that shut up the little yard be- 
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longing to that quarter, and how many more» 
before you got out of the gates, I forget : but 
I do not exaggerate when I say there were at 
least ten or eleven. The first night I slept 
there, I listened to them, one after the other, 
till the weaker part of my heart died within 
me. Every fresh turning of the key seemed a 
malignant insult to my love of liberty. I was 
alone, and away from my family ; I, who have 
never slept from home above a dozen times in 
my life, and then only from necessity. Fur- 
thermore, the reader will bear in mind that I 
was ill. With a great flow of natural spirits, 
I was subject to fits of nervousness, which had 
latterly taken a more continued shape. I felt 
one of them coming on, and having learned to 
anticipate and break the force of it by sudden 
exercise, I took a stout walk of I dare say four- 
teen or fifteen miles, by pacing backwards and 
forwards for the space of three hours. This 
threw me into a state in which rest, for rest's 
sake, became pleasant. I got hastily into bed, 
and slept without a dream till morning. By 
the way, I never dreamt of prison but twice all 
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the tfaiBB I was there, and my dream was the 
same on both occasions. 

^ It was on the second day of my imprison- 
ment that I saw my wife, who could not come 
to me before. To say that she never reproach- 
ed me for these and the like taxes upon our 
famfly prospects, is to say little. A world of 
comfort for me was in her face. There is a 
note in the fifth volume of my Spenser, which 
1 was then reading, in these words : — * Febru- 
ary 4th, 1818.* The line to which it refers is 
this: — 

'^ Much dearer be the things^ which come through hard 
distresse.' 

** I now applied to the magistrates for per- 
mission to have my wife and children with 
me, which was granted. Not so my request 
to move into the jailer's house. Mr. Holme 
Sumner, on occasion of a petition from a sub- 
sequent prisoner, told the IJouse of Commons, 
that my room had a view over the Surrey hills, 
and that I wais very well content with it. I could 
not feel obliged to him for this postliminious 
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piece of eirjoyment, especially when I remem-> 
bered that Mr. Holme Sumner had done aU in 
his power to prevent my removal out of the 
room, precisely (as it appeared to us) because 
it looked upon nothing but the fd<ms, and be- 
cause I was not contented. In fact, you could 
not see out of tlie windows at all, without 
getting on a chdr ; and then, all tbat you 
saw was the miserable men, whose chains had 
been clanking from dayUght- The perpe- 
tual sound of these chains wore upon my 
spirits, in a manner to which my state of health 
allowed me reasonably to object. The yard 
also in which I exercised was very smaU. The 
jailer proposed that I should be allowed to 
occupy apartments in his house, and walk 
occasionally in the prison garden ; adding^ that 
I should certainly die if I had not ; and his 
opinion was seconded by that of the medical 
man. Mine host was sincere in this, if in 
nothing else. Telling us, one day, how warmly 
he had put it to the magistrates, and insisted 
that I should not survive, he turned round 
upon me, and^ to the Doctor's astonishment, 
added, * nor, Mister, will you.' I believe it was 
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the opinion of many ; but Mr. Holme Sumner 
argued, perhaps, from his own sensations, which 
were suffidently iron. Perhaps be concluded 
also, like a proper ministerialist, that if I did 
not think fit to flatter the magistrates a little, 
and play the courtier, my wants could not he 
Tery great. At all events, he. came up one day 
with the rest of them, and after bowing as well 
as he could to my wife, and piteously pinching 
the cheek of an infant in her arms, went down 
and did all he could to prevent our being com-* 
fortably situated. 

The Doctor then proposed that I should be 
removed into the prison infirmary ; and this 
proposal was granted. Infirmary had, I con-^ 
fess, an awkward sound even to my ears. I 
fancied a room shared with other sick persons, 
not the best fitted for companions; but the 
good-natured doctor (his name was Dixon) un- 
deceived me.* The infirmary was divided intof 
four wards, with as many small rooms attached 
to them. The two upper wards were occupied, 

* I may yenture to speak of him with this grateful epithet^ 
for I verily believe he thought me dying, and he never inter- 
changed a word with me except on the matter in question. 
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but the two on the ground floor had never 
been used : and one of these, not very provi- 
dently, (for I had not yet learned to think of 
money,) I turned into a noble room. I papered 
the waUs with a trellis of roses; I had the 
ceiling coloured with clouds and sky; the 
barred wmdows were screened with Venetian 
blinds; and when my bookcases were set up 
with their busts, and flowers and a piano-forte 
made their appearance, perhaps there was not a 
handsomer room on that side the water. I 
took a pleasure, when a stranger knocked at the 
door, to see him come in and stare about him. 
The surprise on issuing from the Borough, and 
passing through the avenues of a jail, was dra- 
matic. Charles Lamb declared there was no 
other such room except in a fairy tale. 

** But I had another surprise ; which was a 
garden. There was a little yard outside the 
room, railed off from another belonging to the 
neighbouring ward. This yard I shut in with 
green palings, adorned it with a trellis, bor- 
dered it with a thick bed of earth from a nur- 
sery, and even contrived to have a grass-plot. 
The earth I filled with flowers and young trees. 
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Th^re was an apple*tree, from whk^ we 
managed to get a pudding the second year. As 
to my flo^^ers, they were allowed to be perfect. 
A poet from Derbyshire* told me he had seen 
no such heart's-ease. 1 bought the *Pamaso 
Italiano' while in prison, and used often to 
thmk of a passage in it, while looking at this 
miniature piece of horticulture : — 



Mio picciol ortOy 



A me sei Yigna^ e campo, e selva^ e prato. — Baldi. 
' - My little garden. 

To me thou 'rt vineyard, field, and meadow, and wood. 

Here I wrote and read in fine .weather, some- 
times under an awning. In autumn, my tre- 
lises were hung with scarlet runners, which 
added to the flowery investment. I used to 
shut my eyes in my arm-chair, and affect to 
think myself hundreds of miles off. But my 
triumph was in issuing forth of a morning. 
A wicket out of the garden led into the large 
one belonging to the prison. The latter was 

* Thomas Moore ; with whom and Lord Byron I was too 
angry, when I wrote this article, to mention them as visitors 
of me by name. 
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only for vegetables $ but it contained a cherry- 
tree, which I saw twice in blossom. ♦ * 



** I entered prison the third of February, 
and removed to my new apartments the l6th 
of March, happy to get out of the noise of the 
chains. Wh^i I sat amidst my books, aikl 
saw the imagmary sky overhead, and my paper 
roses about me, I drank in the quiet at my 
ears, as if they were thirsty. The little room 
was my bed-room. I afterwards made the two 
rooms change characters, when my wife lay 
in. Permission for her continuance with me at 
that period was easily obtamed of the Magis- 
trates, among whom a new-comer made his 
appearance. This was another good-natured 
man — the late Earl of Rothes, then Lord 
Leslie. He heard me with kindness ; and 
his actions did not belie his countenance. The 
only girl I have among seven children was 
born in prison.f I cannot help blessing her 

t The reader vnR be good enough to bear in mind, that 
this account of my imprisonment is quoted from another pub- 
lication. I have now eight children, three of whom are girls. 



when I speak of h. Never s&aU I forget tty 
sensations : fbr I was obliged to pky the phy- 
sidan myself, the hour having taken us by 
surprise. But heir mother found many un* 
, expected cconforts ; and ciuring the whole time 
she was in bed, whick happened to be in very 
fine weather, the garden door was set open, 
and jshe looked upon the trees and flowers. A 
tiioi£sai»l rewll^tioni^ rise within me at every 
fresh period of my imprisonm^it, sadi as I 
au«ot trust myself with dweUing upon. 

*^ These rooms, and the visits of my friends, 
were the bright side of my captivity, I read 
verses without end, and wrote almost as many. 
I had also the pleasure of heating that my 
faEother had found comfortable rooms in Gold-p 
bath-fields, and a host who realty deserved that 
name as much as a jailer could. The first year 
of my imprisomneiat was a long pull up-hiU ; 
bat never was metaphor so» UteraBy verified, 
asL by the sensation at the turning of the se» 
eond In the first year, all the prospect was 
that of the one, coming : in the second, the 
days b^an to be scored off, like those of chil» 
dren at school pr^aring for a holiday When 
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I was fairly settled in my new. apartments, the 
jailer (I beg pardon of his injured spirit — I 
ought to have called him Governor) could 
hardly express his spleen at my having es- 
caped his clutches, his astonishment was so 
great. Besides, though I treated him hand- 
somely,* he had a little lurking fear of the 
Examiner upon him ; so he contented him- 
self with getting as much out of me as he 
could, and boasting of the grand room which 
he would very willingly have prevented my 
enjoying. My friends were allowed to be 
with me till ten o'clock at night, when the 
under-tumkey, a young man, with his lan- 
tern, and much ambitious gentility of de- 
portment, came to see them out. I believe 
we scattered an urbanity about the prison, 
till then unknown. Even W. H. (Mr. Haz-. 
litt, who there first did me the pleasure of 
a visit) would stand interchanging amenities at 
the threshold, which I had great difficulty in 
making him pass. I know not which kept his 
hat off with the greater pertinacity of defer- 
ence, I to the diffident cutter-up of Dukes and 
JCings, or Im to the amazing prisoner and in- 
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valid who issued out of a bower of roses. 
There came^ T. B. (my old friend and school- 
fellow, Barnes,) who always reminds me of 
Fielding. It was he that introduced me to A. 
( Alsager) the kindest of neighbours, a man of 
business, who contrived to be a scholar and a 
musician. He loved his leisure, and yet would 
start up at a moment's notice to do the least 
of a prisoner's biddings. Other friends are 
dead i^ince that time, and others gone. I have 
tears for the kindest of them ; and the mis- 
taken shall not be reproached, if I can help 
it. But what return can I make to the L's 
(Lambs), who came to comfort me in all wea- 
thers, haU or sunshine, in dayUght or in dark- 
ness, even in the dreadful frost and snow of 
the beginning of 1814 ? I am always afraid of 
talking about them, lest my tropical experi- 
ment should seem to render me too florid. 
What shall I say to Dr. G. one of the most 
liberal of a generous profession, who used to 
come so many times into that out-of-the-way 
world to do me good ? Great disappointment, 
and exceeding vidousness, may talk as they 
please of the badness of human nature ; for 
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my part, I am on the verge of forty, and I 
liave seen a good deal of the woiid, the dark 
side as well as the light, and I say fliat human 
nature is a very good and kindly thing, and 
capable of all sorts of excellence. Art thou 
not a refutation of all that can be said againsit 
it, exceUent Sir John Swinburne? another 
friend whom I made in prison, and whose 
image, now before my hnagination, fills my 
whole frame with anotion. I could kneel 
before him and bring his hand upon my head, 
like a son asking his father's blessing. It was 
during my imprisonment that another S. (Mr. 
Shelley) afterwards my friend of friends, now 
no more, made me a princely offer, which at 
that time I stood in no need of. I will take 
this opportunity of mentioning, that some 
other persons, not at ail known to us, offered 
to raise money enough to pay the fine erf 
£1000. We declined it, with proper thanks ; 
and it became us to do so. But, as far as my 
own feelings were concerned, I have no merit ; 
for I was destitute, at that time, of evai a 
proper instinct with regard to money. It was 
not long afterwards that I was forced to call 
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tapon friertdship for its assistance; and nobly 
was it afforded m^ ! Why mttst I not say 
every tbing upon this subject, showing my im-» 
providence for a lesson, and their generosity 
for a comfort to mankind?*— To some othei^ 
friends, near and dear, I may not even return 
thanks in this place for a thousand nameless 
attentions, whic^ they make ii a business of 
their existence to bestow on those they love; 
I might as soon thank my own heart. Their 
names are trembling on my pen, as that is 
beating at the recollection. But one or two 
others, whom I have not seen for years, and 
who by some possibility (if indeed they ever 
think it worth their while to fancy iany thing 
on the subject) might suppose themiselves for-^ 
gotten, I may be suffered to remind of the 
{deasure they gave me* A third S. (M. S* 
who afterwards saw us so often near London) 
is now, I hope, enjoying the tranquillity he s6 
richly deserves ; and so, I trust, is a fourth, C. 
S. whose face, or rather something like it (fdl: 
it was not easy to match her own,) I am con- 

* I have unce said it^ in this book. 
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tinually meeting with in the country of her 
ancestors. Her veil, and her baskets of flowers, 
us^ to come through the portal, like light. 

'^ I must not omit the honour of a visit from 
the venerable Mr. Bentham, who is justly said 
to unite the wisdom of a sage with the simpli- 
city of a child. He found me playing at bat- 
tledore, in which he took a part, and, with his 
usual eye towards improvement, suggested an 
amendment in the constitution of shuttlecocks. 
I remember the surprise of the Governor at his 
local knowledge and vivacity. * Why, Mister,' 
said he, * his eye is everywhere at once.' 

" It was intimated to me that Mr. Southey 
intended to pay me a visit. I showed a proper 
curiosity to see the writer who had helped to 
influence my opinions in favour of liberty; 
but, in the mean time, there was a report that 
he was to be Poet Laureat. I contradicted 
this report in the Examiner with some warmth. 
Unluckily, Mr. Southey had accepted the office 
the day before; and the consequence was, he 
never made his appearance. At this period he 
did me the honour to compare me with Camille 
Desmoulins. He has since favoured me with 
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sundry lectures and cuttings-up for adhering to 
his own doctrine. They say he is not sorry. I 
am sure I am not ; and there is an end of the 
matter. (Little T. L. H. is his humhle ser- 
vant, but cannot conceive how he has incurred 
his commiseration). 

" All these comforts were embittered by un- 
ceasing ill health, and by certain melancholy 
reveries, which the nature of the place did not 
help to diminish. During the first six weeks, 
the sound of the felons' chains, mixed with 
what I always took for horrid execrations or 
despairing laughter, was never out of my ears. 
When I went into the Infirmary, which stood 
by itself between the inner jail and the prison 
walls, gallowses were occasionally put in order 
by the side of my windows, and afterwards set 
up over the prison gates, where they were stiU 
visible. The keeper one day, with an air of 
mystery, took me into the upper ward, for the 
purpose, he said, of gratifying me with a view 
of the country from the roof. Something pre- 
vented his showing me this ; but the spectacle 
he did show me I shall never forget. It was a 
stout country girl, sitting in an absorbed man- 
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ner, her eyes fixed on the fire. She was hand-* 
9ome, and had a little hectic spot in either 
cheek, the effect of some gnawing emotion. 
He told me, in a whisper, that she was there 
for the murda* of ha* bastard diild* I cOttld 
have knocked the fellow down for his unfeel-^ 
in^ess in making a show of her: but, after 
all, she did not see us. She heeded us not. 
There was no object before her, but what pro^ 
duced the spot in her cheek. The gallows, 
on which she was executed, must have beai 
Iwought out within her hearing ; —but perhaps 
she heard that as little. To relieve the read^, 
I will give him another instance of the delicacy 
of my friend the under-jailer. He always used 
to carry up her food to the poor girl himself; be- 
cause, as he said, he did not think it a fit task 
for younger men. This was a melancholy oa^e. 
In general, the crimes were not of such a stag^ 
gerii^ description, nor did the criminals appear 
to take their situation to heart. I found by 
degrees, that fortune showed fairer play than I 
had supposed to all classes of men, and that 
those who seemed to have most reason to be 
miserable, were not always so. Their crimi^ 
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hdity was generaUy proportioned to tbeir want 
of titiou^t. My friend Cave, who had be- 
come a philosopher by the force of his situa- 
tion, sdd to me one day, when a new batch of 
criminals came in,- ^Poor ignorant wr^ches, 
Sir i* At evening, when they went to bed, I 
used to stand in the prison garden, listening to 
the cheerful songs with which the felons enter*- 
tained one another. The beaters of hemp were 
a still merrier race. Doubtless the good hours 
and simple fare of the prison contributed to 
make the blood of its inmates ruii better, 
particularly those who w«re forced to take ex- 
erdse. At last, I used to pity the debtors 
more than the criminals ; yet even the debtors 
had thdr gay parties and jolly songs. Many a 
time (for they were my neighbours) have I 
heard them roar out the old ballad in Beau* 
mont and Fletcher : — 

* He that drinks and goes to bed 8ober» 
Falls^ as the leaves do^ and dies in October.' 

To say the truth, there was an obstreperousnesf 

in their mirth, that looked more melancholy than 

the thoughtlessness of the lighter*feeding felon& 

•' On the Sd of February, 1816, I ww free. 
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When my family, the preceding summer, had 
been obliged to go down to Brighton for their 
health, I felt ready to dash my head against the 
wall, at not being able to follow them. I would 
sometimes sit in my chair, with this thought 
upon me, till the agony of my impatience burst 
out at every pore. I would not speak of it, 
if it did not enable me to show how this kind 
of suffering may be borne, and in what sort 
of way it terminates. All fits of nervousness 
ought to be anticipated as much as possible 
with exercise. Indeed, a proper healthy mode 
of life would save most people from these effe- 
minate ills, and most likely restore even those 
who inherit them, — It was now thought that I 
should dart out of my cage like a bird, and 
feel no end in the delight of ranging. But 
partly from iU health, and partly from habit, 
the day of my liberation brought a good deal 
of pain with it. An iUness of a long standing, , 
which required very different treatment, had 
by this time been burnt in upon me by the 
iron that enters into the soul of the captive, 
wrap it in flowers as he may ; and I am ashamed 
to say, that after stopping a little at the house 
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of iny friend A., I had not the courage to con* 
tinue looking at the shoals of people passing 
to and fro, as the coach drove up the Strand. 
The whole business of Ufe appeared to me a 
hideous impertinence. The first pleasant sen- 
sation I experienced was when the coach turned 
into the New-road, and I beheld the old hills of 
my affection standing where they used to do, 
and breathing me a welcome. 

" It was very slowly that I recovered any. 
thing like a sensation of health. The bitterest 
evil I suffered was in consequence of having 
been confined so long in one spot. The habit 
stuck to me, on my return home, in a very 
extraordinary manner, and made, I fear, some 
of my friends think me ungrateful. They did 
me an injustice ; but it was not their fault ; 
nor could I wish them the bitter experience 
which alone makes us acquainted with the 
existence of strange things. This weakness I 
outlived ; but I have never properly recovered 
the g:eneral shock given my constitution. My 
natural spirits, however, have always stniggled 
hard to see me reasonably treated.^ Many 
things give me exquisite pleasure, which seem 
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to affect other men but in a very minor def- 
^ee ; and I enjoyed, after all, such happy mo- 
ments with my friaids, even in prison, that 
in the midst of the beautiful climate in which 
I am now writing,* I am sometimes in doubt 
whether I would not rather be there than here." 
On leaving prison, I published the Story of 
Rimini, and became a worse newspaper man 
than before. Ill health prevented my attending 
the theatres and writing the theatrical articles ; 
and at^^length, instead of throwing into the 
Examiner what forces remained to me, in some 
new shape, (as I ought to have enabled myself 
to do,) I was impelled by necessity to publish 
d small weekly paper, on the plan of the 
periodical essayists. From this (though it 
sold very well for a publication which no 
pains were taken to circulate) I reaped more 
honour than profit ; and the Indicator (I fear) 
is the best of my works : — so hard is it for one 
who has grown up in the hope of being a poet, 
to confess that the best things he has done have 
been in prose. The popularity of that work, 
however, evinced by the use made of it in others^ 

• This account was written in Italy. 
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and, above all, the good opinion expressed of it 
by such men as Mr. Lamb and Mr. Hazlitt, 
have long served to reconcile me to this disco- 
very. I have more than consoled myself by 
thinking that it is not impossible it may be 
found some day or other in the train of a body 
of writers, among whom I am ** proud to be 
less:'* and it has enabled me perhaps to come 
to a true estimate of my station as an author, 
whidi I take to be somewhere between the 
prose of those town-writers and the enthusiasm 
of the old poets ; not, indeed, with any thing 
Hke an approach to the latter, except in my 
love of them ; tior with any pretence to know 
half as much of wit and the town as the former 
did; but not altogether unori^nal in a com- 
bination of the love of both, nor in the mixed 
colours of fancy and familiarity which it has 
enabled me to throw over some of the common- 
places of life. But enough of this attempt at 
a self-estimate» always perhaps difficult, and, at 
any rate, sure to be disputed. There are things 
I care more for in the world than myself, let 
me be thought of as I may. So I proceed to 
new adventures. 
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THE AUTHORS VISIT TO ITALY, RESIDENCE 
THERE, AND RETURN TO ENGLAND. 

The reader has seen what it was that in- 
duced me to take a voyage to Italy. It was not 
very discreet to go many hundred miles by sea 
in winter-time with a large family; but a 
voyage was thought cheaper than a journey by 
land. Even that, however, was a mistake. It 
was by Shelley's advice that I acted : and, I 
believe, if he had recommended a balloon, I 
should have been inclined to try it. " Put 
your music and your books on board a vessel,'^ 
(it was thus that he wrote to us,) "and you 
will have no more trouble." The sea was to 
him a pastime; he fancied us bounding over 
the waters, the merrier for being tossed ; and 
thought that our will would carry us through 
any thing, as it ought to do, seeing that we 
brought with us nothing but good things,— 
books, music, and sociality. It is true, he 
looked to our coming in autumn, and not in 
winter ; and so we should have done, but for 
the delays of the captain. We engaged to em- 
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bark in September, and did not set off till 
November the I6th. 

I have often thought that a sea-voyage, which 
is generally the dullest thmg in the world, both 
in the experiment and the description, might 
be turned to very different account on paper, if 
the narrators, instead of imitating the dulness 
of their predecessors, and recording that it was 
four o'clock p. M. when they passed Cape St. 
Vincent, and that on such and such-a-day they 
beheld a porpus or a Dutchman, would look 
into the interior of the floating-house they in- 
habited, and tell us about the seamen and their 
modes of living ; what adventures they have 
had,~--their characters and opinions,— how they 
eat, drink, and sleep, &c. ; what they do in 
fine weather, and how they endure the sharp- 
ness, the squalidness, and inconceivable misery 
of bad. With a large family around me to 
occupy my mind, I did not think of this till too 
late : but I am sure that this mode of treating 
the subject would be interesting ; and what I 
remember to such purpose, I will set down. 

Our vessel was a smaU brig of a hundred and 
twenty tons burden, a good tight sea-boat, no- 

VOL. II. T 
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thing more. Its cargo consisted of sugar ; but 
it took in also a surreptitious stock of gun- 
powder, to the amount of fifty barrels, which 
was destined for Greece. Of this intention we 
knew nothing, till the barrels were sent on 
board from a place up the- river ; otherwise, 
so touchy a companion would have been ob- 
jected to, my wife, who was in a shattered 
state of health, never ceasing to entertain ap- 
prehensions on account of it, except when the 
storms that came upon us presented a more 
obvious peril. There were nine men to the 
crew, including the mate. We numbered as 
many souls, though with smaller bodies, in the 
cabin, which we had entirely to ourselves ; as 
well we might, for it was small enough. On 
the afternoon of the 15th of November (1821), 
we took leave of some dear friends, who ac- 
companied us on board; and next morning 
were awakened by the motion of the vessel^ 
making its way through the shipping in the 
river. The new life in which we thus, as it 
were, found ourselves enclosed, the clanking 
of iron, and the cheerly cries of the seamen, 
together with the natural vivacity of the time 
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of day, pri^setited something taniAiatiiig' to Qur 
feelings; but .while .'^Dv^ thus mo^fipd off, not 
without eiKxniriagement, ^e felt that the friend 
whom lye were going to ^ee was at a great disr 
taDce, while others were very near, whose hands 
it would be a long while before we should touch 
again, perhaps never* We hastened to get up 
and busy ^ourselves ; and great as well as small 
found a novel diversion in the spectacle that 
presented itsdf from the deck, our vessel 
threading its way through the others with 
gliding bulk. 

The next day it blew strong from the Souths 
east, and even in the. river (the navigation of 
which is not easy,) we had a foretaste of the 
alarms and bad weather that awaited us at sea. . 
The pilot, whom we had taken in over-night, 
(and who was a jovial fellow with a whistle 
like a blackbird, which, in spite of the dislike 
that sailors have to whistling, he was always in- 
dulging,) thought it prudent to remain at 
anchor till two in the afternoon ; and .at six, 
a vessel meeting us carried away the jib-boom, 
and l^roke in one of the bulwarks. My wife, 
who had had a riespite from the most alarming 

T 2 
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part of her illness, and whom it was supposed 
that a sea-voyage, even in winter, might beiiefit, 
again expectorated blood with the fright ; and 
I began to regret that I had brought my family 
into this trouble, — ^Even in the river we had 
a foretaste of the sea ; and the curse of being 
at sea to a landman is, that you know nothing 
of what is going forward, and can take no 
active part in getting rid of your fears, or in 
*' lending a hand." The business of these small 
vessels is not carried on with the orderliness 
and tranquillity of greater ones, or of men-of- 
war. The crew are not very wise ; the cap- 
tain does not know how to make them so; 
the storm roars ; the vessel pitches and reels ; 
the captain^ over your head, stamps and swears, 
and announces all sorts of catastrophes. Think 
of a family hearing all this, and parents in 
alarm for their children ! 

On .Monday, the 19tb, we passed the Nore, 
and proceeded down Channel amidst rains and 
squalls. We were now out at sea; and a 
rough taste we had of it. I had been three 
times in the Channel before, once in hard 
weather ; but I was then a bachelor, and bad 
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only myself to think of. Let the reader pic- 
ture to his imagination the little back-parlour 
of one of the shops in Fleet-street, or the 
Strand, attached or let into a great moving 
vehide, and tumbling about the waves from 
side to side, now sending all the things that 
are loose, this way, and now that. This will 
give him an idea of a cabin at sea, such as we 
occupied. It had a table fastened down in the 
middle ; places let into the walls on each side^ 
one over the other, to hold beds ; a short, wide, 
sloping window, carried off over a bulk, and 
looking out to sea ; a bench, or locker, running 
under the bulk from one side of the cabin to the 
other ; and a little fireplace opposite, in which 
it was impossible to keep a fire on account of 
the wind. The weather, at the same time, was 
bitterly cold, as weU as wet. On one side the 
fireplace was the door, and on the other a door 
leading into a petty closet dignified with the 
title of the state-room. In this room we put 
our servant, the captain sleeping in anothw 
closet outside. The births were occupied by 
the children, and my wife and myself lay, as 
long as we could manage to do so, on the 
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floor. Sucluwas the trim, with boisterous wet 
weather, cold days, and long evenings, on whidi 
we set out on our sea-adventure. 

At six o'clock in the evening of the 19 th, we 
came to in the Downs, in a line with Sandown 
Castle. The wind during the night increasing 
to a gale, the vessel pitched and laboured con- 
siderably ; and the whole of the next day it 
blew a strong gale, with hard squalls from the 
westward. The day after, the weather conti- 
nuing bad, the captain thought proper to run 
for Ramsgate, and took a pilot for that purpose. 
Captains of vessels are very unwilling to put 
into harbour, on account of the payment they 
have to make, and the necessity of supporting 
the crew for nothing while they remain. Many 
vessels are no doubt lost on this account ; and 
a wonder is naturally expressed, thiat men can 
persist in putting their lives into jeopardy, in 
order to save a few pounds. But when we 
come to know what a seaman's life is, we see 
that nothing but the strongest love of gain 
(whether accompanied or not by the love of 
spending) could induce a man to take a voyg^e 
at all ; and he is naturally anxious to save, what 
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he looks upon as the only tangible proofs that 
he is not the greatest fool in existence. His 
life, he thinks, is in God's keeping ; but his mo- 
ney is in his own. To be sure, a captain who 
has been to sea fifty times, and has got rich by 
it, wiU go again, storms or vows to the contrary 
notwithstanding, because he does not know 
what to do with himself on shore ; but unless 
he had the hope of adding to his stock, he 
would blunder into some other Way of business, 
rather than go, as he would think, for nothing. 
Occupation is his real necessity, as it is that of 
other money-getters ; but the mode of it, with- 
out the visible advantage, ^he would assuredly 
give up./ 1 never met with a seaman (and I 
have put the question to several) who did not 
own to me, that he hated his profession./ One 
of them, a brave and rough subject, told me, 
that there was not a ** pickle" of a midshipman, 
not absolutely a fool, who would not confess 
that he had rather eschew a second voyage, if 
he had but the courage to make the avowal. 

I know not what the Deal pilot, whom we 
took on board in the Downs, thought upon this 
point ; but if ever there was a bold fellow, it 
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was he ; and yet Jbe could eye a squall with a 
grave look. I speak not so much from what 
he had to do on the present occasion, though it 
was a nice business to get us into Ramsgate 
harbour : but he had the habit of courage in his 
face, and was altogether one of the most inte- 
resting-looking persons I have seen. The Deal 
boatmen are a well-known race ; reverenced for 
their matchless intrepidity, and the lives they 
have saved. Two of them came on board the 
day before, giving opinions of the weather, 
which the captain was loth to take, and at the 
same time insinuating some little contraband 
notions, which he took better. I thought how 
little these notions injured the fine manly cast 
of their countenances, than which nothing could 
be more self-possessed and even innocent. They 
seemed to understand the first principles of the 
thing, without the necessity of enquiring into 
it ; their useful and noble lives standing them 
in stead of the pettier ties and sophisms of the 
interested. Our pUot was a prince, evQn of his 
race. He was a tall man in a kind of frock- 
coat, thin but powerful, with high features, and 
an expression of countenance fit for an Argo- 
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iiaut. When he took the rudder in hand, and 
stood alone, guiding the vessel towards the har- 
hour, the crew being all busied at a distance 
from him, and the captain, as usual, at his di- 
rection, he happened to put himself into an at- 
titude the most graceful as well as commanding 
conceivable; and a new squall coming up in 
the horizon, just as we were going to turn in, 
he gave it a look of lofty sullenness, threat, as 
it were, for threat, — which was the most mag- 
nificent aspect of resolution 1 ever beheld. Ex- 
perience and valour assumed their rights, and 
put themselves on a par with danger. In we 
turned, to the admiration of the spectators who 
had come down to the pier, and to the satis- 
faction of aU on board, except the poor captain, 
who, though it was his own doing, seemed, 
while gallantly congratulatmg the lady, to be 
eyeing, with sidelong pathosj the money that 
was departing from him. 

We stopped, for a change of weather, nearly 
three weeksN at Ramsgate, where we had visits 
from more than one London friend, to whom 
I only wish we could give a tenth part of the 
consolation when they are in trouble, which 
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they a£Porded us. At Ramsgate I picked up 
Condorcet\9 View of the Progress of Society, 
which I read with a transport of gratitude to 
the author, though it had not entered so deeply 
into the matter as I supposed. But the very 
power to persevere in hopes for mankind^ at a 
time of life when individuals are in the habit 
of reconciling their selfishness and fatigue by 
choosing to think ill of them, is a great good 
in any man, and achieves a great good if it act 
only upon one other person. A few such in- 
stances of perseverance would alter the world. 
For some days we remained on board, as it was 
hoped that we should be able to set sail again. 
Ramsgate harbour is very shallow ; and though 
we lay in the deepest part of it, the vessel took 
to a new and ludicrous species of dance, grind- 
ing and thumping upon the chalky ground. 
The consequence was, that the metal pintles of 
the rudder were all broken, and new ones 
obliged to be made ; which the sailors told us 
was very lucky, as it proved* the rndder not to 
be in good condition, and it might have desert- 
ed us at sea. We lay next a French vessel^ 
smaller tnan our own, the crew of which be- 
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came amusing subjects of remark. They were 
always whistling, singing, and joking. The 
men shaved themselves elaborately, and culti- 
vated heroic whiskers ; strutting uppnd down, 
when at leisure, with their arms folded, 'and the 
ah- of naval officers. A woman or two, with 
kerchiefs and little curls, completed the picture. 
They all seemed very merry and good-humour- 
ed. At length, tired of waiting on board, we 
took a quiet lodging at the other end of the 
town, and were pleased to find ourselves sitting 
still, and secure of a good rest at night. It is 
something, after being at sea, to find oneself 
not running the fork in one's eye at dinner, or 
suddenly sliding down the floor to the other 
end of the room. My wife was in a very weak 
state ; but the rest she took was deep and tran- 
quil, and I resumed my walks. Few of the 
principal bathing-places have any thing worth 
looking at in the neighbourhood, and Ramsgate 
has less than most. Fegwell Bay is eminent 
for shrimp». Close by is Sir William Garrow, 
and a little farther on is Sir William Curtis. 
The sea is a grand sight, but it becomes tire- 

■ 

some and melancholy, — a great monotoncHis 
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' idea. I was destined to see it grander, and 
dislike it more. 

On Tuesday the 11th of December, we set 
forth again, in company with nearly a hundred 
vessels, the white sails of which, as they shifted 
and presented themselves in different quarters, 
made an agreeable spectacle, exhibiting a kind 
of noble minuet. My wife was obliged to be 
carried down to the pier in a sedan ; and the 
taking leave, a second time, of a dear friend, 
rendered our new departure a melancholy one. 
I would have stopped and waited for summer- 
time, had not circumstances rendered it ad- 
visable for us to persevere ; and my wife her- 
self fully agreed with me, and even hoped for 
benefit, as well as a change of weather. Un- 
fortunately, the promise to that effect lasted us 
but a day. The winds recommenced the day 
following, and there ensued such a continuity 
and vehemence of bad weather as rendered the 
winter of 1821 memorable in the shipping 
annals. It strewed the whole of the north- 
western coast of Europe with wrecks. The 
reader may remember that winter : it was the 
one in which Mount Hecla burst out again into 
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flame, and Dungeness lighthouse was struck 
with lightning. The mole at Genoa was dila- 
pidated. Next year there were between 14 and 
15,000 sail less upon Lloyd's books; which, 
valued at an average at £1500, made a loss of 
two millions of money;— the least of all the 
losses, considering the feelings of survivors. 
Fifteen hundred sail (colliers) were wrecked on 
the single coast of Jutland. 

Of this turmoil we were destined to have a 
sufficient experience ; and I will endeavour to 
give the reader a taste of it, as he sits comfort* 
ably in his arm-chair. He has seen what sort 
of cabin we occupied. I wiU now speak of the 
crew and their mode of living, and what sort of 
trouble we partook in common. He may en- 
counter it himself afterwards if he pleases, and 
it may do him good ; but again I exhort him 
not to think of taking a family with him. 

Our captain, who was also proprietor of the 
vessel, had been master of a man-of-war, and 
was more refined in his manners than captains 
of small merchantmen are used to be. He was 
a clever seaman, or he would not have occu- 
pied his former post ; and I dare say he con- 
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ducted us well up and down Channel The 
crew, when they were exhausted, aocused him 
of a wish of keeping us out at sea, to save 
charges, — perhaps unjustly ; for he became so 
alarmed himself, or was so little able to entar 
into the alarms of others, that he would openly 
express his fears before my wife and children. 
He was a man of connexions superior to his 
calling ; and the consciousness of this, togethei^ 
with success in life, and a good complexion and 
set of features which he had had in his time^ 
rendered him, though he was getting old, a hit 
of a coxcomb. When he undertook to be 
agreeable, he assumed a cleaner dress, and a 
fidgetty sort of effeminacy, which contrasted 
very ludicrously with his oM clothes and his 
doleful roughness during a storm. While it 
was foul weather, he was roaring and swearing 
at the men, like a proper captain of a brig, and 
then grumbling and saying, " Lord bless us 
and save us P* in the cabin. If a glimpse of 
promise re-appeared, he put on a coat and as- 
pect to correspond, was constantly putting 
compliments to the lady, and telling stories of 
other fair passengers whom he had conveyed 
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elianningfy to their destination* He wore 
powder; but this not being sufficient always 
to conceal the colour of his hair, he told us it 
had turned grey when he was a youth, from 
excessive fright in being left upon a rock. This 
confession made me C(Hiclude that he was a 
brave man, in spite of his exclamations. I saw 
Um among his kindred, and he appeared to 
be an object 'of interest to some respectable 
maiden sisters, whom he treated kindly, and 
for whom all the money, perhaps, that he 
scraped together, was intended. He was 
ehary of his " best biscuit," but fond of 
duldren; and was inclined to take me for a 
Jonah for not reading the Bible, while he made 
love, to the maid- servant. Of such inoongrui-» 
ties are people made, from the Great Captain 
to the smalL ! 

Our mate was a tall handsome young man, 
with a coimtenance of great refinement for a 
seaman. He was of the humUest origin : yet a 
eertain gentility was natural in him, as he 
proved by' a hundred little circumstances of 
attention to the women and chfldren, when 
consolation was wanted, though he did not do 



288 VISIT TO ITALY. 

it ostentatiously or with melancholy. If a 
child was afraid, he endeavoured to amuse him 
with stories. If the women asked him anx- 
iously how things were going on, he gave them 
a cheerful answer; and he contrived to show 
by his manner that he did not do so in order 
to make a show of his courage at their ex- 
pense. He was attentive without officious- 
ness, and cheerful with quiet. The only 
fault I saw in him, was a tendency to lord it 
over a Genoese boy, an apprentice to the 
captain, who seemed ashamed of being among 
the crew, and perhaps gave himself airs. But 
a little tyranny will creep into the best na- 
tures, if not informed enough, under the guise 
of a manly superiority ; as may be seen so 
often in upper boys at school. The little Ge- 
noese was handsome, and had the fine eyes of 
the Italians. Seeing he was a foreigner, when 
we first went on board, we asked him whether 
he was not an Italian. He said, no ; he was 
a Genoese. It is the Lombards, I believe, that 
are more particularly understood to be Italians, 
when a distinction of this kind is made ; but 
I never heard it afterwards. He complained 
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to me one day, that he wanted books and 
poetry ; and said that the crew were a " brutta 
genier I afterwards met him in G^enoa, when 
he looked as gay as a lark, and was dressed 
like a gentleman. His name was a piece of 
music, — Luigi Rivarola. There was another 
foreigner on board, a Swede, as rough a sub- 
ject and Northern, as the Genoese was full 
of the "sweet South." He had the reputa- 
tion of being a capital seaman, which enabled 
him to grumble to better advantage than the 
others. A coat of the mate's, hung up to dry, 
in a situation not perfectly legal, was not to 
be seen by him without a comment. The 
fellow had an honest face withal, but brute 
and fishy, not unlike a Triton's in a picture. 
He gaped up at a squall, with his bony look, 
and the hair over his eyes, as if he could dive 
out of it in case of necessity. Very different 
was a fat, fair-skinned carpenter, with a queru- 
lous voice, who complained on all occasions, 
and in private was very earnest with the pas- 
sengers to ask the captain to put into port. 
And very different again from him was a jovial 
straight-forward seaman, a genuine Jack Tar; 
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with a snub nose and an under lip thrust out, 
such as we see in caricatures. He rolled about 
with the vessd, as if his feet had suckers ; and 
he had an oath and a jest every morning for 
the bad weather. He said he would have been 
" d — d" before he had come to sea this time, if 
he had known what sort of weather it was to 
be ; but it was not so bad for him^ as for the 
gentlefolks with their children. 

The crew occupied a little cabin at the other 
end of the vessel, into which they were tucked 
in their respective cribs, like so many herrings. 
The weather was so bad, that a portion of them, 
sometimes ail, were up at night, as well as the 
men on watch. The business of the watch is 
to see that all is safe, and to look out for ves- 
sels ahead. He is very apt to go to sleep, and 
is sometimes waked with a pail of water chuck- 
ed over him. The tendency to sleep is very 
natural, and the sleep in fine weather delicious. 
Shakspeare may well introduce a sailor boy 
sleeping on the top-mast, and enjoying a lux- 
ury that wakeful kings might envy. But 
there is no doubt that the luxury of the 
watcher is often the destruction of the vessel. 
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The Gsptains tisemsdNres, glad to get to rest, 
are eardtess. When we read of vesseb irun 
down at sea, we are sure to find it owing to 
negligent. Thk was the case with regard 
to the steam-vessel, the Comet, which excited 
so much interest the other day. A passen^^, 
-anxioias and kept awake, is surprised to see 
the eagerness with which every seaman, kt 
the weathcar be what it may, goes to bed when 
it comes to his turn. Safety, if they can have 
it ; but sleep at all events. TMs seems to be 
then' motto. If they are to be drowned, they 
would rather have the two beds together, the 
watery and the worsted. Dry is too often 
a term inapplicable to the latter. In our 
vessel, night after night, the wet penetrated 
into the seamen's Hrths; and the poor fel- 
lows, their limbs stiff and aching with cold, 
and thek hands blistered with toil, had to get 
into beds as wretched as if a pail of water had 
been thrown over them. 

Such were the lives of our arew from the 
12th till the 22nd of December, during which 
time we were beaten up and down Channel, 
twice touching the Atlantic, and driven back 
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again like a hunted ox. One of the gales 
lasted, without intermission, fifty-six hours; 
blowing all the while, as if it would "split its 
cheeks." The oldest seaman on board had ne- 
ver seen rougher weather in Europe. In some 
parts of the world, both East and West, there 
is weather of sudden and more outrageous vio- 
lence ; but none of the crew had experienced 
tempests of longer duration, nor more violent 
for the climate. The worst of being at sea in 
weather like this, next to your inability to do 
any thing, is the multitude of petty discom- 
forts with which you are surrounded. You 
can retreat into no comfort, great or small. 
Your feet are cold ; you can take no exercise 
on account of the motion of the vessel; and a 
fire will not keep in. You cannot sit in one 
posture. You lie down, because you are sick ; 
or if others are more sick, you must keep your 
legs as well as you can, to help them. At 
meals, the plates and dishes slide away, How to 
this side, now that; making you laugh, it is 
true ; but you laugh more out of satire than 
merriment. Twenty to one you are obliged 
to keep your beds, and chuck the cpld meat to 
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one another ; or the oldest and strongest does 
it for the rest, desperately remaining at table, 
and performing all the slides, manoeuvres, and 
sudden rushes, which the fantastic violence of 
the cabin's movements has taUght him. Tea 
(which, for the refreshment it affords in toil 
and privation, may be called the traveller's 
wine) is taken as desperately as may be, pro- 
vided you call get boiling water; the cook 
making his appearance, when he can, with his 
feet asunder, clinging to the floor, and swaying 
to and fro with the kettle. (By the by, I have 
not mentioned oiyr cook ; he was a Mulatto, a 
merry knave, constantly drunk. But the habit 
of drinking, added to a quiet and sly habit of 
uttering his words, had made it easy to him to 
pretend sobriety when he was inost intoxica- 
ted; and I believe he deceived the whole of 
the people on board, except ourselves* The 
captain took him for a special good fellow, and 
felt particularly grateful for his refusals of a 
glass of rum ; the secret of which was, he could 
get at the rum whenever he liked, and was 
never without a glass of it in his oesophagus. 
He stood behind you at meals, kneading the 
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floor with his feet, as the vessel rolled ; drink-^ 
ing in all the jokes, or would-be jokes, that 
were uttered ; and laughing like a dumb gob- 
lin. The captain, who had eyes for nothing 
but what was right before him, seldom noticed 
his merry devil; but if you caught his eye, 
there he was, shaking his shoulders without 
a word, while his twinkling eyes seemed to 
run over with rum and glee. This fellow, who 
swore horrid oaths in a tone of meekness, used 
to add to my wife's horrors by descending, 
drunk as he was, with a lighted candle into the 
** Lazaret,*' which was a hollow under the ca» 
bin, opening with a trap-door, and containing 
provisions and a portion of the gunpowder. 
The portion was small, but sufficient, she 
thought, with the assistance of his candle, to 
blow us up. Fears for her children occupied 
her mind from morning till night, when she 
sank into an uneasy sleep. While she was 
going to sleep I read, and did not dose my 
feyes till towards morning, thinking (with a 
wife by my side, and seven children around me) 
what I should do in case of the worst. My 
imagination, naturally tenacious, and exaspe- 
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rated by ill health, clung, not to every rdief, 
but to every shape of ill that I could fancy. I 
was tormented with the consciousness of bemg 
unable to divide myself into as many pieces as 
I had persons requiring assistance ; and must 
not scruple to own that I suffered a constant, 
dread, which appeared to me very unbecoming 
a man of spuit. However, I expressed no 
sense of it to any body. I did my best to do 
my duty and keep up the spirits of those about 
me ; and your nervousness being a great dealer 
in your joke fantastic, I succeeded apparently 
with all, and certainly with the children. The 
most uncomfortable thing in the vessel was 
the constant wet. Below it penetrated, and 
on deck you could not appear with dry shoes 
but they were speedily drenched. Mops be- 
ing constantly in use at sea, (for seamen are 
very clean in that respect, and keep their vesr 
sel as nice as a pet infant,) the saise of wet 
was always kept up, whether in wetting or 
drying ; and the vessel, tumbling about, look- 
ed like a wash-house in a fit We had a goat 
on board, a present from a kind friend, anxi- 
ous that we should breakfast as at home. The 
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storms frightened away its milk, and Lord 
Byron's dog afterwards bit off its ear. But 
the ducks had the worst of it. These were 
truly a sight to make a man hypochondriacal. 
They were kept in miserable narrow coops, 
over which the sea constantly breaking, the 
poor wretches were drenched and beaten to 
death. Every morning, when I came upon 
deck, some more were killed, or had their legs 
and wings broken. The captain grieved for 
the loss of his ducks, and once went so far as 
to add to the number of his losses by putting 
one of them out of its misery ; but nobody 
seemed to pity them otherwise. This was not 
inhumanity, but want of thought. The idea 
of pitying live-stock when they suffer, enters 
with as much difficulty into a head uneducat- 
ed to that purpose, as the idea of pitying a 
diminished piece of beef or a stolen pig. I 
took care not to inform the children how much 
the creatures suffered. My family, with the 
exception of the eldest boy, who was of an age 
to acquire experience, always remained below ; 
and the children, not aware of any danger, (for 
I took care to qualify what the captain said. 
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and they imjdidtly believed me) were as gay, 
as confinement and imeasy beds would allow 
them to be. With the poor ducks I made them 
outrageously merry one night, by telling them 
to listen when the next sea broke over us, and 
they would hear Mr. P., an acquaintance of 
theirs, laughing. The noise they made with 
their quacking, when they gathered breath 
after the suffocation of the salt water, was ex- 
actly like what I said : the children listened, 
and at every fresh agony there was a shout. 
Bemg alarmed one night by the captain's open 
expression of his apprehension, I prepared the 
children for the worst that might happen, by 
telling them that the sea sometimes, broke into 
a cabin, and then there was a dip over head 
and ears for the passengers, after which they 
laughed and made merry. The only time I 
expressed apprehension to any body was to 
the mate, one night when we were wearing 
«hip off the Sdlly rocks, and every body was 
in a state of anxiety. . I asked him, in case of 
the worst, to throw open the lid of the cabin- 
stairs, that the sea might pour in upon us as 
fast as possible. He begged me not to have 
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any sad thoughts, for he said I should give 
them to him, and he had none at present. 
At the same time, he turned and severely re« 
buked the carpenter, who was looking doleful 
at the helm, for putting notions into the heads 
of the passengers. The captain was unfortu* 
nately out of hearing. 

I did wrong, at that time, not to ^^feed 
better," as the phrase is. My temperance was 
a little ultra-theoretical and excessive ; and the 
mate and I were the only men on board who 
drank no spirits. Perhaps there were not many 
men out in those dreadful nights in the Channel, 
who could say as much. The mate, as he af- 
terwards let me know, felt the charge upon 
him too great to venture upon an artificial 

state of courage ; and I feared that what cou-- 

* 

rage was left me, might be bewildered. The 
consequence was, that from previous illness and 
constant excitation, my fancy was sickened into 
a kind of hypochondriacal investment and shap^ 
ing of things about me. A little more, and 
I might have imagined the fantastic shapes 
whidi the action of the sea is constantly inter* 
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weaving out of the foam at the vessel's side, to 
he sea-snakes, or more frightful hiero^yphics: 
The white clothes that hung up on pegs in the 
cabin, took, in the gloomy light from above, 
an aspect like things of meaning; and the 
winds and rain together, as they ran blind and 
howling along by the vessel's side, when I waa 
on deck, appeared like frantic spirits of the air, 
duudng and shrieking after one another, and 
tearing eadi other by the hair of their heads. 
** The grandeur of the glooms" on the Atlantic 
was majestic indeed : the healthiest eye would 
have seen them with awe. The sun rose in 
the morning, at once fiery and sicklied over ; 
a livid gleam played on the water, like the re- 
flection of lead; then the storms would re- 
commence ; and during partial clearings off, the 
clouds and fogs appeared standing in the sky, 
moulded into gigantic shapes, like antediluvian 
wonders, or visitants from the zodiac; mam-- 
moths, vaster than have yet been thought of; 
the first ungainly and stupendous ideas of bo-- 
dies and legs, looking out upon an unfinished 
world. These fancies were ennobling, from 
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their magnitude. The pain that was mixed 
with some of the others, I might have displaced 
by a fillip of the blood. 

Two days after we left Ramsgate, the wind 
blowing violently from the south-west, we 
were imder close-reefed topsails ; but on its 
veering to westward, the captain was induced 
to persevere, in hopes that by coming round 
to the north-west, it would enable him to dear 
the Channel. The ship laboured very much, 
the sea breaking over her ; and the pump was 
constantly going. 

The next day, the 14th, we shipped a great 
deal of water, the pump going as before. The 
fore-topsail and foresail were taken in, and the 
storm staysail set ; and the captain said we 
were " in the hands of God." We now wore 
ship to southward. 

On the 15th, the weather was a little mode- 
rated, with fresh gales and cloudy. The cap- 
tain told us to-day how his hair turned 'vv^hite 
in a shipwreck ; and the mate entertained us 
with an account of the extraordinary escape of 
himself and some others from an American pi- 
rate, who seized their vessel, plundered and 
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made it a wreck, and confined them under the 
hatches, in the hope of their going down with 
it. Th^y escaped in a rag of a boat, aiid were 
taken up by a Greek vessel, which treated them 
with the greatest humanity. The pirate was af- 
terwards taken, and hung at Malta, with five of 
his men. This story, being tragical without being 
tempestuous, and terminating happily for our 
friend, was very welcome, and occupied us agree- 
ably. I tried to get up some ghost stories of ves- 
sels, but could hear of nothing but the Flying 
Dutchman : nor did I succeed better on ano- 
ther occasion. This dearth of supernatural ad- 
venture is remarkable, considering the super- 
stition" of sailors. But their wits are none of 
the liveliest to be acted upon ; and then the 
sea' blunts while it mystifies; and the sailor's 
imagination, driven in, like his body, to the 
vessel he inhabits, admits only the petty won- 
ders that come directly about him in the shape 
of storm-announcing fishes and birds. His su- 
perstition is that of a blunted and not of an 
awakened ignorance. Sailors had rather sleep 
than see visions. 
On the 16th, the storm was alive again, with 
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strong gales and heavy squalls. We set the 
fore storm staysail anew, and at night the jolly- 
boat was torn from the st^m. 

The afternoon of the 17th brought us the 
gale that lasted fifty-six hours, ^^one of the 
most tremendous," the captain said, " that he 
had ever witnessed." All the sails were taken 
in, except the close-reefed topsaU and one of 
the trysails. At night, the wind being at 
south-west, and SciUy about fifty miles north 
by east, the trysail sheet was carried away, 
and the boom and sail had a narrow escape. 
We were now continually wearing ship. The 
boom was unshipped, as it was ; and it was a 
melancholy sight to see it lying next morning, 
with the saU about it, like a wounded servant 
who had been fighting. The morning was 
occupied in getting it to rights. At night we 
had hard squalls with lightning. 

We lay to under main^topsadl until the next 
morning, the 19th, when at ten o'dk^ck we 
were enabled to set the reefed foresail, and the 
captain prepared to run for Falmouth ; but 
finding he could not get in till night, we 
hauled to the wind^ and at three in the after- 
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Booa wore ship to south-westward* It was 
then hlowmg heavily; and the sea, breaking 
over the vessel, constantly took with it a part 
of the bulwark. I believe we had long ceased 
to have a duck alive. The poor goat had con- 
trived to find itself a comer m the long-boat, 
and lay frightened and shivering un(fer a piece 
^ canvass. I afterwards took it down in the 
cabin to share our lodging with us ; but not 
having a birth to give it, it passed but a sorry 
time, tied up and slipping about the floor. At 
night we had lightning again, with hard gales, 
the wind being west and north-west, and 
threatening to drive us on the French coast. 
It was a grand thing, through the black and 
turbid atmosphere, to see the great fiery eye 
of the lighthouse at the Lizard Point: it 
looked like a good genius with a ferocious as* 
pect. Ancient mythology would have made 
dragons of these noble structures, — dragons 
with giant glare, warning the seaman off the 
coast. 

The captain could not get into Falmouth : 
so he wore ship, and stood to the westward 
with fresh hopes, the wind having veered a 
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little to the north ; but, after having run above 
fifty miles to the south and west, the wind 
veered again in our teeth, and at two o'clock 
on the 20th, we were reduced to a dose-reefed 
main-topsail, which, being new, fortunately 
held, the wind blowing so hard that it could 
not be taken in without the greatest risk of 
losing it. The sea was very heavy, and the 
rage of the gale tremendous, accompanied with 
lightning. The children on these occasions 
slept, unconscious of their danger. My wife 
slept too, from exhaustion. I remember, as 
I lay awake that night, looking about to see 
what help I could get from imagination, to 
furnish a moment's respite from the anxieties 
that beset me, I cast my eyes on the poor goat; 
and recollecting how she devoured some choice 
biscuit I gave her one day, I got up, and going 
to the cupboard took out as much as I could 
find, and occupied myself in seeing her eat. 
She munched the fine white biscuit out of my 
hand, with equal appetite and comfort ; and 
I thought of a saying of Sir Philip Sidney's, 
that we are never perfectly miserable when we 
Can do a good-natured action. 
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I will not dwell upon the thoughts that used 
to pass through my mind respecting my wife 
and children. Many times, especially when a 
little boy of mine used to weep in a manner 
equally sorrowful and good-tempered, have I 
thought of Prospero and his infant Miranda 
in the boat, — " me and thy crying self ;" and 
many times of that similar divine fragment of 
Simonides, a translation of which, if I remem- 
ber, is to be found in the " Adventurer." It 
seemed as if I had no right to bring so many 
little creatures into such jeopardy, with peril 
to their lives and all future enjoyment; but 
sorrow and trouble suggested other reflec- 
tions too: — consolations, which even to be 
consoled with is calamity. However, I will 
not recall those feelings any more. Next to 
tragical thoughts like these, one of the modes 
of tormenting oneself at sea, is to raise those 
pleasant pictures of contrast, dry and firm-foot- 
ed, which our friends are enjoying in their 
warm rooms and radiant security at home. I 
used to think of them one after the other, or 
several of them together, reading, chatting, and 
laughing, playing music, or complaining that 
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tibey ^^anted a little movement and must dance ; 
then retiring to easy beds amidst happy fami-* 
lies ; and perhaps, as the wind howled, think- 
ing of us. Perhaps, too, they thought of us 
sometimes in the midst of their merriment, 
and longed for us to share it with them. That 
they did so, is certain ; but, on the other hand, 
what would we not have given to be sure of 
the instant at which they were making the^ 
reflections ; and how impossible was it to attain 
to this, or to any other dry-ground satisfaction ! 
Sometimes I could not help smiling to think 
how Munden would have exclaimed, in the 
character of Croaker, " We shall all be blown 
up!" The gunpowder I seldom thought of. 
I had other fish to fry : but it seemed to give 
my feet a sting sometimes, as I remembered it 
in walking the deck. The demand for dry 
land was considerable. That is the point with 
landsmen at sea; — something unwet, uncon- 
fined, but, above aD, firm, and that enables you 
to take your own steps, physical and nxoral. 
Panurge has it somewhere in Rabelais, but I 
have lost the passage. 

But I must put an end to this unseasonable 
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mirth. — " A large vessel is coming rigHt down 
upon us ;— lights— lights !" This was the cry at 
eleven o'clock at night, on the 21st December, 
the gale being tremendous, and the sea to match. 
Lanthorns were handed up from the cabin, 
and, one after the other, put out. The captain 
thought it was owing to the wind and tne spray ; 
but it was the drunkeh steward, who jolted 
them out as he took them up the ladder. We 
ftirnished more, and contrived to see them kept 
in ; and the captain afterwards told me that we 
were the salvation of his vessel. The ship, dis- 
cerning us just in time, passed ahead, looking 
very huge and terrible. Next morning, we 
saw her about two miles on our lee-bow, lying 
to under trysails. It was an Indiaman. There 
was another vessel, a smaller, near us in the 
night. I thought the Iridiaman looked very 
comfortable, ' with its spacious and powerful 
body : but the captaiii said we were better off 

w • 

a great deal in our owti sea-boat ; which turned 
out to be too true, if this was the same India- 
?Qan, as some thought it, which was lost the 
flight following off the coast of Devonshire. 
The cret^ said, that in one of the pauses of the 
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wind they heard a vessel go down. We were 
at that time very near land. At tea-time the 
keel of our ship grated against something, per- 
haps a shoal. The captain afterwards very 
properly made light of it ; but at the time, 
being in the act of raising a cup to his mouth, 
I remember he turned prodigiously grave, and, 
getting up, went upon deck. 

Next day, the 22nd, we ran for Dartmouth, 
and luckily succeeding this time, found our- 
selves, at 12 o'clock at noon, in the middle of 
Dartmouth harbour.— 

* 

'* Magno telluris amore 
Egressi, optata potiuntur Troes arena." 

" The Trojans, worn with toils, and spent with woes, 
Leap on the welcome land, and seek their wish'd repose.*' 

Dryden had never been at sea, or he would 
not have translated the passage in that meek 
manner. Virgil knew better; and besides, he 
had the proper ancient hydrophobia to endear 
his fancy to the dry ground. He says, that 
the Trojans , had got an absolute affection tor 
terra firma^ and that they now enjoyed what 
they had longed for. Virgil, it must be con- 
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fessed» talks very tenderly of the sea for a» 
epic poet« Homer grapples with it in a very 
different style. The Greek would hardly have 
recognized his old acquaintance .^^eas in that 
pious and frightened personage, who would be 
designated, I fear, by a modem sailor, a psalm* 
singing milksop. But Homer, who was a tra-^ 
vdler, is the only poet among the ancients, who 
speaks of the sea in a modern spirit. He talks 
of brushing the waves merrily ; and likens 
them, when they are dark, to his Chian wine. 
But Hesiod, though he relates with a mod^t 
grandeur that he had once been to sea, as far 
as from Aulis to Chalcis, Is shocked at the idea 
of any body's venturing upon the water except 
when the' air is delicate and the water harm- 
less. A spring voyage distresses him, and a 
winter he holds to be senseless. Moschus. 
plainly confesses, that the very sight of the 
ocean makes him retreat into the woods ; the 
only water he loves being a fountain to listen 
to, as he lies on the grass. Virgil took a trip 
to Athens^ during which he may be supposed 
to have imdergone all the horrors which he 
holds to be no disgrace to his hero. Horace's 
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distress at his friend's journey, and amazement 
at the hardhearted rascal who could firat vest- 
ture to look upon the sea on ship-board, are 
well known. A Hindoo could not have a 
greater dread of the ocean. Poor Ovid^ on hia 
way to the place of his exile, wonders how 
he can write a line. These were delicate: 
gentlemen at the court of Augustus ; 9ind the 
ancients, it may be said, had very small and 
bad vessels, and no compass. But their mortd 
courage appears to have been as poor in this 
matter as their physical. Nothing could have 
given a Roman a more exalted idea of Caesar's 
courage, than his famous speech to the pilot: — 
** You carry Caesar and Ms fortunes \^ The 
poets, who take another road to gkiry, and 
think no part of humanity alien from them, 
i^ke out in a different manner. Their office 
being to feel with all, and their nature dispos- 
ing tliem to it, they seem to think tli^mseLves 
privileged to be bold or timid, according to 
eircumstances ; and doubtless they are so, ima- 
gination being the moving cause in both in^ 
stances. They perceive also, that the boldest 
of men are timid under circumstances in which 
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they have no experience ; and this helps the 
agreeable inlsolence of their candour. tloche$<^ 
ter said, that every man would confess himself 
a coward, if he had but cours^ enough to do 
so ; — a saying worthy of an ingenious debauchee^ 
and as false with respect to individuals, as it hi 
perhaps true with regard to the drcutnstances 
under which any one may find hiiiiseliP. Tb^ 
same person who shall turn pale in a storm at 
sea^ shall know not what it is to fear the face 
of men ; and the most fearless of sailors shall 
turn pale (as I have seen them do) even in 
storms of an unusUal description. I was once 
in a scufile with a party of fishermen on the 
Thames, when, in the height of theit brutal 
rage, they were checked and made dvil by the 
mention of the word liiw. Rochester tiilked 
like the shameless coward that he bad made 
himself; but even Sir Philip Sidney, the flow« 
of chivalry, who would have gone through any 
danger out of principle, (which, together with 
the manly habits that keep a man brave, is the 
true courage,) does not scruple to speak, with 
a Certain dread, of ships and their strange 
lodgings. 
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" Certainly," says he, in his " Arcadia," 
(Book II.) " there is no danger carries with 
it more horror, than that which grows in those 
floating kingdoms. For that dwelling-place is 
unnatural to mankind ; and then the terrible- 
ness of the continual motion, the desolation of 
the far being from comfort, the eye and tjie 
ear having ugly images ever before them, doth 
still vex the mind, even when it is best armed 
against it." 

Ariosto, a soldier as well as poet, who had 
• fought bravely in the wars, candidly confesses 
that he is for taking no sea voyages, but is 
content to explore the earth ^vith Ptolemy, and 
travel in a map. This, he thinks, is better than 
putting up prayers in a storm. (Satire 3, Chi 
vuol andar intomo, &c.) But the most amusing 
piece of candour on this point is that of Bemi, 
in his " Orlando Innamorato," one of the mo- 
dels of the Don Juan style. Bemi was a good 
fellow, for a rake ; and bold enough, though a 
courtier, to refuse aiding a wicked master in 
his iniquities. He was also stout of body, and 
a great admirer of stout achievements in others. 
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which he dwells upon with a masculine relish. 
But the sea he cannot abide. He probably got 
a taste of it in the Adriatic, when he was at 
Venice. He is a fine describer of a storm, and 
puts a hero of his at the top of one in a very- 
elevated and potent manner : (See the descrip- 
tion of Rodomonte, at the beginning of one of 
his cantos.) But in his own person, he dis- 
claims all partnership with such exaltations ; 
and earnestly exhorts the reader, on the faith 
of his experience, not to think of quitting dry 
land for an instant. 



€€ 



8e vi poteste un nomo immaginare, 
II qnal non sappia quel che sia paura ; 
E se volete un bel modo trovare 
Da spaventar ogni anima sicura ; 
Quando e fortuna> mettetel' in mare. 
Se non lo teme, se non se ne cHra> 
Colui per pazzo abbiate^ e non ardlto^ 
Perch' e diviso da la morte un dito. 



1^ 

" £ un* orribil cosa il mar crocciato : 

E meglio udirlo, cbe farne la prova. 
Creda cia' cun a chi dentro v' h stato ; 
£ per provar^ di tefra non si mova." 

Canto 64j st. 4 
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Reader, if yoa sappose that there can be^ 
In nature^ one that 's ignorant of fear ; 

And if you *d show the man, as prettily 
As possible, how people can feel queer, — 

When there 's a tempest, clap him in the sea. 
If he 'g not frightened, if he doesn't tsre. 

Count him a stupid idiot, and not brare. 

Thus with a straw betwixt him and the grave. 

A sea in torment is a "dreadful thing : 
Much better lie and listen to, than try it. 

Trust one who knows its desperate pummelling ; 
And while on terra Jirma, pray stick by it. 

Full of Signor Berni's experience, and 
having, in the shape of our children, seven 
more reasons than he had to avail ourselves 
of it, we here bade adieu to our winter voyage, 
and resolved to put forth again in a better sea- 
son. It was a very expensive change of pur- 
pose, and cost us more trouble than I can ex- 
press; but I had no choice, seeing my wife 
was so ill. A few days afterwards, she was 
obliged to have forty ounces of blood taken 
from her at once, to save her life. 

Dartmouth is a- pretty, forlorn place, de- 
serted of its importance. Chaucer's " Schipp- 
mann" was bom there, and it still produces 
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^cellent seamen; but, instead of its former 
dignity as a port, it looks like a petty town 
deserted of its neighbourhood, and left to grow 
wild and solitary. The beautiful vegetation 
immediately about it, added to the bare hills 
in the background, completes this look of for^ 
lomness, and produces an effect like that of 
the grass growing in the streets of a metro- 
polis. The harbour is landlocked with hills, 
and wood, and a bit of an old castle at the 
entrance; forming a combination very pictu-» 
resque. Among the old families remaining 
in that quarter, the Prideaux, relations of the 
ecclesiastical historian, live in this town; and 
going up a solitary street on the hill-side, I 
saw on a door the name of Wolcot, a memo- 
randum of a different sort. Peter Pindar's 
family, like, the divine's, are from Cornwall. 

We left Dartmouth, wh^e no ships were, 
m the habit of sailing for Italy, and wait to 
Plymouth ; intending to set off again with the 
beginning of spring, hi a vessel bound for Ge^ 
noa. But the mate of it, who, I believe,, 
grudged us the room we should deprive him 
of, contrived to tdl my wife a number of dis- 
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mal stories, both of the ship and its captain; 
who was an unlucky fellow that seemed 
marked by fortune. Misery had also made 
him a Calvinist, — th^ most miserable of all 
ways of getting comfort ; and this was no ad- 
ditional recommendation. To say the truth, 
having a pique against my fears on the former 
occasion, I was more bent on allowing myself to 
have none on the present ; otherwise, I should 
not have thought of putting forth again till 
the fine weather was complete. But the rea- 
sons that prevailed before^ had now become 
still more imperative ; my wife being confined 
to her bed, and undergoing repeated bleed- 
ings : so, till summer we waited. Plymouth 
is a proper modern commercial town, unpic- 
turesque in itself, with an overgrown suburb, 
or dock, which has become a town distinct, 
and other suburbs carrying other towns along 
the coast. But the country up the river is 
beautiful ; and Mount-Edgecumbe is at hand, 
with its enchanted island, like a piece of old 
poetry by the side of new money-getting. 
Lord Lyttleton, in some pretty verses, has in- 
troduced the gods, with Neptune at their head. 
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and the nymphs of land and sea, contesting 
for the proprietorship of it ; — a dispute which 
Jupiter settles hy saying, that he made Mount- 
Edgecumhe for them all. But the best com- 
pliment p£dd it was by the Duke de Medina 
Sidonia, admiral of the Spanish Armada« who, 
according to Fuller, marked it out from the 
sea, as his territorial portion of the booty, 
" But," says Fuller, " he had catched a great 
cold, had he had no other clothes to wear than 
those which were to be made of a skin . of a 
bear not kiUed/' In the neighbourhood is a 
seat of the Carews, the family of the historian 
of Cornwall, and kinsmen of the poet. Near 
it, on the other side of the river, was the seat 
of the Killigrews ; another family which be- 
came celebrated in the annals of wit and 
poetry.* The tops of the two mansions looked 
at one another over the trees. In the grounds 
of the former is a bowling-green, the scene of 
a once fashionable amusement, now grown out 
of use; which is a pity. Fashion cannot too 
much identify itself with what is healthy ; nor 

• Worthies of England, Vol. i. p. 208, Edit. 1811. 
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has England been '< meny England," since 
late hours and pallid faces came into vogue. 
But our sedentary thoughts, it is to be hoped, 
will help to their own remedy, and in the end 
leave us better off than before. 

The sea upon the whole had done me good, 
and I found myself able to write again, though 
by driblets. We lived very quietly at Stone- 
house, opposite Mount-Edgecumbe, nursing 
our hopes for a new voyage, and expecting 
one ©f a very different complexion in sailing 
towards an Italian summer. My wife kept 
her bed almost the whole time, and lost a 
great deal of blood; but the repose, together 
with the sea-air, was of service to her, and 
enabled her to receive benefit on resuming 
our journey. Thus quietly we lived, and thus 
should have continued, agreeably to both of 
our inclinations ; but some friends of the Ex- 
aminer heard of our being in the neighbour- 
hood, and the privatest of all public men (if 
I may be ranked among the nmnber)' found 
himself complimented by his readers, face to 
face, and presented with a silver cup. I then 
had a taste of the Plymouth hospiUdity , and 
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fpQnd it friendly and cordial to the last de^ 
gree, as if the seaman's atmosphere gave a new 
spirit to the love of books and liberty. Nor; 
m the poet would say, was music wanting; 
Btor fair faces, the crown of welcome. Besides 
the landscapes in the neighbourhood, I had 
the pleasure of seeing some beautiful ones in 
the painting-room of Mr. Rogers, a very clever 
sirtist and intelligent man, who has travelled, 
and ' can think for himself. But my great 
]E:s:aminer friend, who has since become a»per-« 
i^onal one, was Mr. Hine, now master of an 
aeademy near the Metropolis, and the most 
aiti^itive and energetic person of his professioii 
that I ever met with. My principal visitors 
indeed at Plymouth consisted of schoolmas- 
ters ; — one of those 3igns of the times, which 
has not been so ill regarded sinc§ the acces- 
sion of a lettered and liberal minister to the 
government of this country, as they were un^ 
der the supercilious ignorance, and (to say the 
truth) well-founded alarm of his footmanlike 
predecessors. 

The Devonshire people, as far as I had ex-* 
perience of them, were pleasant and good-hu- 
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moured. Queen Elizabeth said of their gen- 
try, that they were "all bom courtiers with 
a becoming confidence." 1 kndw not how that 
may be, though she had a good specimen in 
Sir Walter Raleigh, and a startling one in 
Stukeley.* But the private history of mo- 
dem times might exhibit instances of natives 
of Devonshire winning their way into regard 
and power by the force of a well-constituted 
mixture of sweet and strong ; and it is curious, 
that the milder climate of that part of England 
should have produced more painters, perhaps, 
of a superior kind, than any other two coun- 
ties can show. Drake, Jewel, Hooker, and 
old Fortescue, were also Devonshire-men; 

• See his wild history in Puller, p. 284, as above. " So con- 
fident was his ambition/' says the biographer, " that he blushed 
not to tell QueenTElMabeth^ that he preferred rather to be 
sovereign of a mole-hill^ than the highest subject to the 
greatest king in Christendom; adding, moreover, that he 
was assured he should be a prince before his death. ' I 
hope/ said Queen Elizabeth, 'that I shall hear from you 
when you are stated in your principality.'— ' I will write 
unto you,* quoth Stukeley. — ' In what language ?' said the 
Queen. He returned, * In the style of princes — To our Dear 
Sister:*' 
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William Browne, the most genuine of Spen- 
ser's disciples ; and Gay, the enjoying and the 
good-hearted, the natural man in the midst 
of the sophisticate. 

' We left Plymouth on the ISth of May, 
1822, accompanied by some of our new friends 
who would see us on board; and set sail in 
a fresh vessel, on our new summer voyage, a 
very different one from the last. Short ac- 
quaintances sometinies cram as much into their 
intercourse, as to take the footing of long ones ; 
and our parting was not without pain. Ano- 
tliCT shadow was cast on the female counte- 
nances by the observiation of our boatman,, 
who, though an old sailor who ought to have 
known better, bade us remark how heavily 
laden our ship was, and how deep shia lay 
in the water: so little can ignorance afford 
to iniss an opportunity of being important. 
Our new captain, and, I believe, all his crew, 
were Welsh, with the exception of one sailor, 
an unfortunate Scotchman, who seemed pitch- 
ed among them to have his nationality- put 
to the torture. Jokes were unceasingly crack- 
ed on the length of his person, the oddity 

VOL. II. Y 
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of his dialect, and the uncouth manner in 
which he stood at the helm. It was a new 
diing to hear Welshmen cutting up the bar- 
barism of the " Modem Athens ;" but they had 
the advantage of the poor fellow in wit, and 
he took it with a sort of sulky patience, that 
showed he was not destitute of one part of the 
wisdom of his countrymen. To have made 
a noise would have been to bring down new 
shouts of laughter ; so he pocketed the a&ontB 
as well as he might, and I could not help fan- 
cying that his earnings lay in the same place 
more securely than most of those about him« 
The captain was choleric and brusque^ a tem- 
perament which was none the better for an in- 
clination to plethora ; but his enthusiasm, in 
behalf of his brother tars, and the battles they 
had fought, was as robust as his frame ; and 
he surprised me with writing verses on the 
strength of it. Very good heart and impart 
verses they were too, and would have cut as 
good a figure as any in one of the old maga- 
zines. While he read them, he rolled the f% 
in the most rugged style, and looked as if he 
could have run them down the throats of the 
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enetajr. The objects of his eulogy he called 
** our gallant herroea^ 

* 

We took leave of Plymouth with a fine wind 
at North-east ; and next day, on the confines 
of the Channel, spoke the Two Sisters, of 
Guernsey, from Rio Janeiro. On a long vo)^ 
age, ships lose their longitude ; and our infor- 
mation enabled the vessel to enter the Channel 
tv'ith security. . Ships approaching and parting 
from one another, present a fine spectacle, 
shifting in the light, and almost looking con« 
scious of the grace of their movements. Sick- 
ness here began to prevaU again among us, 
*itli all but myself, who am never sea-sick. I 
mention it in order to notice a pleasant piece 
of thanks which I received from my eldest boy, 
who, having suffered dreadfuUy in the former 
voyage, was grateful for my not having allowed 
him to eat butter in the interval I know not 
whether my paternity is leading me here into 
too trifling a matter; but I mention the cir- 
cumstance, because there may be intelligent 
children among my readers, with whom it may 
turn to account. 

We were now on the high Atlantic, with 

y 2 
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fresh health and hopes, and the prospect of an 
easy voyage before us. 'Next night, the 15th; 
Ive saw, for the first time, two grampuses, who 
interested us extremely with their unwieldy 
gambols. They were very large, — 'in fact, a 
small kind of whale; but they played about 
the vessel like kittens, dashing round, and even 
under it, as if in scorn of its progress. The 
swiftness of fish is inconceivable. The smallest 
of them must be enormously strong : the largest 
are as gay as the least. One of these gram- 
puses fairly sprang out of the water, bolt up-» 
right. The same day, we were becalmed in 
the Bay of Biscay ;— a pleasant surprise. A 
calm in the Bay of Biscay, after what we had 
read and heai?d of it, sounded to us like repose 
in a boiling cauldron. But a calm, after all, is 
not repose : it is a very unresting and unpleasant 
things the ship taking a great gawky motion 
from side to side, as if playing the buffoon ; and 
the sea heaving in huge oily-looking-fields, like 
a carpet lifted. Sometimes it looks striped into 
great ribbons ; but the sense of it is always 
more or less unpleasant, and to impatient sea^ 
men must be torture. 
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The next day we were still becalmed. A 
small shark played all day long about the ves- 
sel^ Ibut was shy of the bait. The sea was 
aweHuig^ and foul with putrid substances, 
which made us think what it would be if a 
calm continued a month. ' Mr. Coleridge has 
touched upon that matter, with the hand of a 
master, in his " Ancient Mariner.'* (Here arcr 
three words m one sentence beginning with M 
and ending with JB, to the great horror of Mr. 
Wordsworth, provided he does me the honour 
of reading me. But the compliment to Mr. 
Coleridge shall be the greater, since it is at my 

» 

own expense.) During a calm, the seamen, 
that they may not be idle, are employed in 
painting the vessel : — an operation that does 
hot look well amidst the surrounding aspect of 
ssickness and faintness. The favourite colours 
are black and yellow ; I believe, because they 
are the least expensive. They are certainly the 
most ugly. 

On the 17th, we had a fine breeze at north- 
east. There is great enjoyment in a beautiful 
day at sea. You quit all the discomforts of 
your situation for the comforts ; interchange 
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congratulations with the seamen, who are all 
in good humour ; seat yourself at ease on the- 
deck, enjoy the motion, the getting on, the 
healthiness of the air; watch idly for new 
sights ; read a little, or chat, or give way to a 
day-dream ; then look up again, and expatiate 
on the basking scene around you, with its rip* 
pies blue or green, and gold, — what the old 
poet beautifully calls the innumerable smile of 
the waters. 

" Ylovrtm rs KVfLarm 

Prometheus Fincius. 

The appearance of another vessel sets conjec- 
ture alive : it is " a Dane," " a Frenchman," 
" a Portuguese,". and these words have a new 
effect upon us, as if we became intimate with 
the country to which they belong. A more 
striking effect of the same sort is produced by 
the sight of a piece of land; it is Flambo- 
rough Head, Ushant, Cape Ortegal :-^yoy see 
a part of another country, one perhaps on 
which you have never set foot ; and this is a 
great thing : it gives you an advantage ; others 
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kave read of Spain or Portugal ; you have 9een 
it, and are a grown man and a traveller, com- 
pared with those little children of books. 
These novelties afibct the dullest; but to 
parsons of any imagination, and such as are 
ready for any pleasure or consolation that na- 
ture offers them, they are like pieces of a 
new morning of life. The world seems begun 
again, and our stock of knowledge recom- 
mencing on a new plan. 

Then at night-time, there are those beauti- 
ful fires on the water, by the vessel'i^ side, upon 
the nature of which people seem hardly yet 
agreed* gome take them for animal decay, 
pome for living animals, others for eleotridty. 
Pcorh^s all have to do with it In a fine Uue 
fea, the foam caused by the vessel at night, 
teems fidl of stars: the white ferment, with 
the golden sparkles in it, is beautiful beyond 
coneqpition. You look over^ and devour it 
,with your eyes, as you would so much ethereal 
syllabub. Finally, the stars in the firmament 
issue forth, and the moon, always the more 
lovely the farther you get south; or when 
there is no moon on the sea, the shadows at a 
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little distance become grander and more so- 
lemn, and you watch for some huge fish to lift 
himself in the middle of them, — a darker mass, 
breathing and spouting water. , 

The fish appear very happy. Some are pur- 
sued indeed, and others pursue ; there is a world 
of death as well as life going on. The nmek*- 
arel avoids the porpus, and the porpus eschews 
the whale ; there is the sword-fish, who runs 
a-muck; and the shark, the cruel scavenger. 
These are startling commonplaces ; but it is 
impossible, on reflection, to separate the idea of 
happiness from that of health and activity. The 
fishes are not sick or sophisticate ; their blood 
is pure, their strength and agility prodigious; 
and a little peril, for aught we know, may serve 
to keep them moving, and give a relish to tbek 
vivacity. I looked upon the sea as a great 
tumbling wilderness, full of sport. To eat fish 
at sea, however, hardly looked fair, though it 
was the fairest of occasions ; it seemed as if, 
not being an inhabitant, I had no right to the 
produce. I did not know how the dolphins 
might take it. At night-time, lying in a bed 
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beneath the level of the water, I fancied 'sbme«» 
times that a fellow looked at me as he went 
by with his great sidelong eyes, gaping ob- 
jection. It was strange, I thought, to find one« 
self moving onward cheek by jowl with a por* 
pus, or yawning in concert with a shark. 

On the 21st, after another two days of calm, 
and one of rain, we passed Cape Finisterre« 
There was a heavy swell and rolUng. Being 
now on the Atlantic, with not even any other 
name for the part of it that we sailed over to 
intermpt the widest association of ideas, I 
thought of America, and Columbus, and the 
chivalrous squadrons that set out from Lisbon, 
and the old Atlantis of Plato, formerly sup* 
posed to exist off the coast of Portugal: It is 
curious, that the Portuguese have a tradition to 
this day, that there is an island occasionally seen 
off the coast of Lisbon. The story of the At- 
lantis looks like some old immemorial traditipn 
of a country that has really existed ; nor is it 
difficult to suppose that there was formerly 
some great tract of land, or even continent, oc- 
cupying these now watery regionis, when we 
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consider the fluctuation of things, and those 
changes of dry to moist, and of lofty to low, 
whieh are always taking place all over the globe. 
OIF the coast of Cornwall, the mariner, it has been 
said, now rides over the old country of Lyones, 
or whatever else it was called, if that name b^ 
fabulous; and there are stories of doors and 
(basements, and other evidences of occupati<H]^ 
brought up from the bottom. These indeed 
have lately been denied, or reduced to nothing : 
but old probabilities remain. In th)B East^ii 
seas,, the gigantic work of creation is visibly 
going on, by means of those little creatures, the 
coral worms ; and new lands will as assuredly 
be inhabited there after a lapse of centuries, as 
old ones have vanished in the West. 

'' So^ in them all^ raignes mutabilitie." 

22. Fine breeze to-day from the N.E, A 
great shark went by. One longs to give th^ 
fellow a great dig in the mouth. Yet he is only 
going " on his vocation." Without him, as 
without the vultures on land, something would 
be amiss. It is only moral pain and inequality 
which it is desirable to alter, — that which the 
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mind of m&n ha^ an invincible tendency to 
alter. 

To-day the seas reminded me of the *• marM 
mora pelagi," of Catullus; They looked* at a 
fittle distande, like blue water petrified. You 
migfat have supposed, that by some sudden ca^ 
tastrophe^ the great ocean had been turned into 
sfame ; and the mighty animals, whose remains 
we find in it, fixed there for ever. A shoal of 
porpuses broke up the fancy. Waves might be 
classed, as clouds have been ; and more deter^ 
piination given to pictures of them. We ought 
to have waves and wavelets, billows, fluctuosi- 
tiesy &C., a marble sea, a sea weltering. The sea 
varies its look at the immediate side of the ves^ 
sel, according as the progress is swift or slow. 
Sometimes it is a crisp and rapid flight, hiss«» 
ing ; sometimes an interweaving of the foam 
in snake-like characters ; sometimes a heavy 
weltering, shouldering the ship on this side and 
ihat. In what is called ^^ the trough of the 
sea,^' which is a common state to be in during 
violent weather, the vessel literally appears 
stuck and labouring in a trough, the sea looking 
on . either side Ijke a hill of yeast. This was 
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the gentlest sight we used to have in the 
Channel; very different from our summer 
amenities. 

A fine breeze all night, with many porpuses. 
Forpuses are supposed to portend a change of 
weather, of some sort, bad or good : they are 
not prognosticators of bad alone. At night 
there was a " young May moon,'' skimming 
between the dark clouds, like a slender boat of 
silver, I was upon deck, and found the watch- 
er fast asleep. A vessel might have tipped us 
all into the water, fgr any thing that he knew, 
or perhaps cared. There ought to be watchers 
on board ship, exclusively for that office. It is 
not be expected that sailors, who have been up 
and at work all day, should not sleep at night, 
especially out in the air. It is as natural to 
these children of the sea, as to infants carried 
out of doors. The , sleeper, in the present 
instance, had a pail thrown over him one 
night, which only put him in a rage, .and 
perhaps made him sleep out of spite next time. 
He was a strong, hearty Welsh lad, healthy 
and good-looking, in whose veins life coursed 
it so happily, that, in order to put him on a par 
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with less fortunate constitutions, fate seemed 
to have brought about a state of warfare be* 
tween him and the captain, who thought it ab« 
solutely necessary to be always giving him the 
rope's end. Poor John used to dance and roar 
with the sting of it, and take care to deserve it 
better next time. He was unquestionably 
** very aggravating," as the saying is ; but, pn 
the other hand, the rope was not a little pro- 
voking. 

23. A strong breeze from the N. and N* E., 
with clouds and rain. The foam by the vessel's 
side was full of those sparkles I have mention- 
ed, like stars in clouds of froth. On the 24th, 
the breeze increased, but the sky was fearer, and 
the moon gave a light. We drank the health 
of a friend in England, whose bkthday it was ; 
being gr^t observers of that part of reli^on. ) 
The 25th brought us beautiful weather, with a 
wind right from the north, so that we ran down 
the remainder of the coast of Portugal in high 
style. Just as we desired it too, it changed to 
N. W., so as to enable us to turn the Strait of 
Gibraltar merrily. Cape St. Vincent, (where 
the battle took place,) just before you come to 
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Gibraltar^ is a beautiful lone promontory jut- 
ting out upon the sea, and crowned with a 
<!onvent: it presented itself to my eyes the 
first thing when I came upon deck in the 
morning, — clear, solitary, blind-looking; feel- 
ing, as it were, the sea air and the solitude for 
ever, like something between stone and spirit. 
It reminded me of a couplet, written not long 
before, of 

— " Ghastly castle, that eternally 

Holds its blind visage out to the lone sea.*' 

Such things are beheld in one's day-dreams, 
and we almost start to find them real. Be- 
tween the Cape and Gibraltar were some fisher- 
men, ten or twelve in a boat, fishing with a 
singular dancing motion of the line. These 
.were the first " Southrons" we had seen in 
their own domain ; and they interested us 
accordingly. One man took off his cap. In 
return for this politeness^ the sailors joked them 
in bad Portuguese, and shouted with laughter 
at the odd sound of their language when they 
replied. A seaman, within his ship and his 
limited horizon, thinks he contains the whole 
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eiide of knowledge. Whatever givies hiin a 
hint of any thing else, he looks upon as absur- 
dity ; and is the first to laugh at his own igno-^ 
lanee, without knowing it, in another shape^ 
That a Portuguese should not be able to speak 
English, appears to him the most ludicrous 
thing in the world; while, on his part, he 
affects to think it a condescension to speak a 
few rascally words of Portuguese, though he is^ 
HI reality very proud of them. The more ig- 
norance and inability, the more pride and in- 
tolerance! A servant-maid whom we took 
with us to Italy^ could not ^* abide" the dis- 
s^reeaUe sound of Tuscan; and professed to 
diange the word graxie into grachy, because it 
was prettier. 

AH tiiis comer of the Peninsula is ridh in 
ancient and modem interest. There is Cape 
St. Vincent, just mentioned ; Trafalgar, more 
illustrious ; Cadiz, the city of Geryon ; Gibral- 
tar, and the other pillar of Hercules ; Atkptis^ 
Plato^s Island, which he puts hereabouts ; ^d 
the Fortunate Islands, Elysian Fields, or Gar- 
dens o^ the Hesperides, which, under different 
appellations, and often confounded with one 
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another, lay in this part of the Atlantic, ac- 
cording to Pliny. Here, also, if we are to take 
Dante's word for it, Ulysses found a grave, not 
unworthy of his life in the " Odyssey." Milton 
ought to have come this way from Italy, instead 
of twice going through France : he would have 
found himself in a world of poetry, the unac- 
customed grandeur of the sea keeping it in its 
original freshness, unspoilt by the common- 
places that beset us on shore : and his descrip- 
tions would have been still finer for it. It is 
observable, that Milton does not deal much in 
descriptioils of the ocean, a very epic part of 
poetry. He has been at Homer and Apollo- 
nius, more than at sea. In one instance, he is 
content with giving us an ancient phrase in 
one half of his line, and a translation of it in 
the other : 

" On the clear hyaline^ — ^the glassy sea." 

The best describer of the sea, among our Eng- 
lish poets, is Spenser, who was conversant with 
the Irish Channel. Shakspeare, for an inland 
poet, is wonderful; but his astonishing sym- 
pathy with every thing, animate and inanimate. 
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made Mm lord of the universe, without stirring 
from his seat. Nature brought her shows to 
him like a servant, and drew back for his eye 
the curtams of time and place. Milton and 
Dante speak of the ocean a of as great plain. 
Shakspeare talks as if he had ridden upon it, 
and felt its unceasing motion. 

** The still'Vext Bermoothes." 

What a presence is there in that epithet ! He 
draws a rocky island with its waters about it, 
as if he had lived there all his life ; and he was 
the first among our dramatists to paint a 
sailor, — as he was to lead the way in those ♦ 
national caricatures of Frenchmen, Scotchmen, 
and Irishmen. 

" You, by whose aid/ 

says Prospero, — 

** Weak masters though ye be^ I have be-dimm'd 
The noon-tide sun^ call'd forth the mutinous winds^ 
And 'twixt the green sea and the azur'd vault 
Set roaring war J* 

He could not have said it better, had he been 
bufieted with aU the blinding and shrieking of 
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a Channel storm. As to Spenser, see his cjom- 
parisons of ^* billows in the Irish sounds f his 



« 



World of waters wide and deep/ 



in the first book,— much better than ** the ocean 
floOT^ {suol marino) of Dante ; and all the sea- 
pictures, both fair and stormy, in the wonder- 
ful twelfth canto of Book the Second, with 
its fabulous ichthyology, part of which I must 
quote here for the pleasure of poetical readers : 
for the seas ought not to be traversed without 
once adverting to these other shapes of their 
terrors— 

'' All dreadfiill pourtraicts of deformitie ; 
Spring-headed hydras, and sea'shouldering whales ; 
Great whirle-pooles which all fishes make to flee ; 
Bright scolopendras, arm'd with silver scales ; 
Mighty monoceros with immeasureH tayles.* 
The dreadfiill fish that hath deserved the name 
Of Death, and like him looks in dreadfiill hew ; 
The griesly wasserman, that makes his game 
The flying 49hips with swiftness to pursew ; 



* This is the smisurato of the Italians. In the ^' Orlando 
Innamorato^** somebody comes riding on a smuurato cavaUone, 
an immeftsnrable horse. 
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The horrible aea-88tyre> that doth shew 
His fearefuU face in time of greatest storm ; 
Huge ziffius^ whom mariners eschew 
No less than rocks^ as travellers informe ; 

(How he loads his verses with a weight of 
apprehension, as if it was all real !) 

And greedy rosmarines^ with visages deforme. 

'' AU these, and thousand thousands many more» 
And more deformed monsters, thousand-fold. 
With dreadful! noise and hollow rumbling rore 
Came rushing, in the fomy waves enrolFd, 
Which seem'd to fly, for feare them to behold. 
No wonder if these did the knight appall : 
For all that here on earth we dreadfuU hold, 
Be but as bugs to fearen babes withall^ 
Compared to the creatures in the sea's entrMl." 

Five dreadfuBs in the course of three stanzas, 
and not one too many, any more than if a be* 
lieving child were talking to us. 

Gibraltar has a noble look, tall, hard, and 
independent But you do not vrish to live 
there : — ^it is a fortress, and an insulated rock, 
and this is but a jnison. The inhabitants feed 
luxuriously, with the help of their fruits and 
smugglers. 

z S 
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The first sight of Africa is an achievement. 
Voyagers in our situation are obliged to be 
content with a mere sight of it; but that is 
much. They have seen another quarter of the 
globe. ** Africa !" They look at it, and re- 
peat the word, till the whole burning and sa- 
vage territory, with its black inhabitants and 
its lions, seems put into their possession. Ceuta 
and Tangier bring the old Moorish times be- 
fore you ; " Ape's Hill," which is pointed out, 
sounds fantastic and remote, " a wilderness of 
monkies ;" and as all shores, on which you do 
not clearly distinguish objects, have a solemn 
and romantic look, you get rid of the petty 
effect of those vagabond Barbary States that 
occupy the coast, and think at once of Africa, 
the country of deserts and wild beasts, the 
" dry-nurse of lions ;" as Horace, with a vigour 
beyond himself, calls it. 

At Gibraltar you first have a convincing 
proof of the rarity of the southern atmosphere, 
in the near look of the Straits, which seem but 
a few miles across, though they are thirteen; 

But wTiat a crowd of thoughts face one on 
enteiing the Mediterranean! Grand as the 
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sensation is, in passing through the classical 
and romantic memories of the sea off the west- 
em coast of the Peninsula, it is little compared 
with this. Countless generations of the hu- 
man race, from three quarters of the world, 
with aU the religions, and the mythologies, and 
the genius, and the wonderful deeds, good and 
had, that have occupied almost the whole at- 
tention of mankind, look you in the face from 
the galleries of that ocean-floor, rising one 
above another, till the tops are lost in heaven. 
The water at your feet is the same water that 
bathes the shores of Europe, of Africa, and 
of Asia, — of Italy and . Greece, and the Holy 
Land, and the lands of chivalry and romance, 
and pastoral Sicily, and the Pyramids, and old 
Crete, and the Arabian city of Al Cairo, glit- 
tering in the magic lustre of the Thousand and 
One Nights. This soft air in your face, comes 
from the grove of " Daphne by Orontes;" these 
lucid waters, that part from before you like 
oil, are the same from which Venus arose, 
pressing them out of her hair. In that quarter 
Vulcan fell — 

*' Dropt from the zenith like a falling star :** " 
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and there is Circe's Island, and Calypso's, and 
the promontory of Plato, and Ulysses wander- 
ing, and C}nnon and Miltiades fighting, and 
Regulus crossing the sea to Carthage, and 

" Damasco and Monwoo, and Trebisond ; 
And whom Biserta sent from Afric shore^ 
When Charlemagne with all his peerage fell 
By Fontarabia. 

The tnind hardly separates truth from fiction 
in thinking of all these things, nor does it wish 
to do so. Fiction is Truth in another shape, 
and gives as close embraces. You may shut a 
door upon a ruby, and render it of no colour ; 
but the colour shall not be the less enchanting 
for that, when the sun, the poet of the world, 
touches it with his golden pen. What we glow 
at and shed tears over, is as real as love and 
pity. 

At night the moon arose in a perfection of 
serenity, and restored the scene to the present 
moment. I could not help thinking, however, 
of Anacreon (poets are of all moments), and 
fancying some connexion with moonlight in 
the very sound of that beautiful verse in 
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which he speaks of the vernal softness of the 
waves : — 



€t 



Apaltmetai gelene.' 



I write the verse m English characters, that 
every reader may taste it. 

All our Greek beauties why should schools engross ? 

I used to feel grateful to Fielding and Smol- 
lett, when a boy, for writing their Greek in 
English. It is like catching a bit of a beau- 
tiful song, though one does not know the 
words. 

27. Almost a calm. We proceeded at no 
greater rate than a mile an hour. I kept re- 
peating to myself the word Mediterranean ; 
not the word in prose, but the word in verse, 
as it stands at the beginning of the line : 

** And the sea 
Mediterranean," 

We saw the mountains about Malaga, topped 
with snow. Velez Malaga is probably the 
place at which Cervantes landed on his return 
firom captivity at Algiers* (See Don Quixote, 
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Vol. ii. p. 208. Sharpens edition.) I had the 
pleasure of reading the passage, while crossing 
the line betwixt the two cities. It is some- 
thing to sail by the very names of Granada and 
Andalusia. There was a fine sunset over the 
hills of Granada. I imagined it lighting up 
the Alhambra. The clouds were like great 
wings of gold and yellow and rose-colour, with 
a smaller minute sprinkle in one spot, like a 
shower of glowing stones from a volcano. You 
see very faint imitations of such lustre in 
England. A heavy dew succeeded; and a 
contrary wind at south-east, but very nuld. 
At night, the reflection of the moon on the 
water was like silver snakes. 

We had contrary winds for several days in 
succession, but nothing to signify after our 
winter. On the 28th we saw a fire at night 
on the coast of Granada, and similar lights on 
the hills. The former was perhaps made by 
smugglers, the latter in burning charcoal or 
heath. A gull came to us next day, hanging 
in the air, like the dove in the picture, a few 
yards' distance from the trysail, and occasion- 
ally dipping in the water for fish. It had a 
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small head, and long beak, like a snipe's ; wings 
tipped with black. It reminded us of Mr. 
Coleridge's poem ; which my eldest boy, in the 
teeth of his father s rhymes, has the impudence 
to think (nowj as he did then) the finest poem 
in the world. We may say of the " Ancient 
Mariner," what is only to be said of the very- 
finest poems, that it is equally calculated to 
please the imaginations of the most childlike 
boy and the profoundest man ; extremes, which 
meet in those superhuman places ; and super- 
human, in a sense exquisitely human, as well 
as visionary. I believe Mr. Coleridge's young 
admirer would have been as much terrified at 
shooting this albatross, as the one the poet 
speaks of ; not to mention that he could not 
be quite sure it was a different one. 

30. Passed Cape de Gata. My wife was 
very ill, but gladly observed that illness itself 
was not iUness, compared to what she expe- 
rienced in the winter voyage. She never com- 
plained, summer or winter. It is very dis- 
tressing not to be able to give perfect comfort 
to patients of this generous description. The 
Mediterranean Sea, after the Channel, was 
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like a bason of gold fish ; but when the winds 
are contrary, the waves of it have a short un<« 
easy motion, that fidget the vessel, and make 
one long for the nobler billows of the Atlantic. 
The wind too was singularly unpleasant, — 
moist and feverish. It continued contrary 
for several days, but became more agreeable, 
and sunk almost into a calm on the 3d of 
June. It is difficult for people on shore, in 
spite of theu* geographical knowledge, not to 
suppose that the view is very extensive at 
sea. Intermediate objects being out of the 
way, and the fancy taking wing like the dove 
of Noah, they imagine the "ocean-floor," as 
the poets call it, stretching in an interminable 
level all round, or bounded by an enormous 
horizon ; whereas, the range of vision is limited 
to a circumference of about fourteen miles, and 
the uninterrupted concave of the horizon all 
round, completes the look of enclosure and 
limitation. A man on the top of a moderate 
hill, may see four or five times* as far as from 
the mainmast of a man-of-war. In the thin 
atmosphere of the south, the horizon appears 
to be still more circumscribed. You seem to 
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have but a few miles around you, and can 
hardly help fancying that the sea is on a minia- 
ture scale, proportioned to its delicacy of beha- 
viour. 

On the day above-mentioned, we saw the 
land between Cape St. Martin and Alicant. 
The coast hereabouts is all of the same rude 
and grey character. From this night to the 
next it was almost a calm, when a more fa- 
vourable wind sprang up at east-south-east. 
The books with which 1 chiefly amused myself 
in the Mediterranean, were "Don Quixote,** 
(for reasons which will be obvious to the 
reader,) "Ariosto" and "Berni," (for similar 
reasons, their heroes having to do with the 
coasts of France and Africa,) and Bayle s ad- 
mirable ** Fssay on Comets," which I picked 
up at Plymouth. It is the book that put 
an end to the superstition about comets. It 
is full of amusement, like all his dialectics; 
and holds together a perfect chain-armour of 
logic, the handler of which may also cut his 
fingers with it at every turn, almost every 
link containing a double edge. A generation 
succeeds quietly to the good done it by such 
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works, and its benefactor's name is sunk in 
the washy, church-warden pretensions of those 
whom he has enriched. As to what seems 
defective in Bayle on the score of natural 
piety, the reader may supply that. A bene- 
volent work, tending to do away real disho- 
nour to things supernatural, will be no hin- 
drance to any benevolent addition which others 
can bring it ; nor would Bayle, with his good- 
natured face, and the scholarly simplicity of 
his life, have found fault with it. But he 
was a soldier, after his fashion, with the qua- 
lities, both positive and negative, fit to keep 
him one ; and some things must be dispensed 
with, in such a case, on the side of what is 
desirable, for the sake of the part that is taken 
in the overthrow of what is detestable. Him 
whom inquisitors hate, angels may love. 

All day, on the 5th, we were off the island 
of Yvica. The wind was contrary again till 
evening. Yvica was about ten miles off, when 
nearest. It has a barren look, with its rock in 
front. Spain was in sight ; before and beyond. 
Cape St. Martin. The high land of Spain 
above the clouds had a look really mountain- 
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ous. After having the sea to ourselves for a 
long while, we saw a vessel in our owii situa- 
tion, beating to wind and tide. Sympathy is 
sometimes criiel as well as kind. One likes to 
have a companion in misfortune. At night 
fell a calm. 

6. It was a grand thing this evening, to 
see on one side of us the sunset, and on the 
other »^^^ already on the sea. " Ruit oceano 
nox." It is not true that there is no twilight 
in the south, but it is very brief ; and before 
the day is finished on one side, night is on the 
other. You turn, and behold it unexpectedly, 
— ^a black shade that fills one end of the hori- 
zon, and seems at once brooding and coming 
on. One sight like this, to a Hesiod or a 
Thales, is sufficient to fill poetry for ever with 
those images of brooding, and of raven wings, 
and the bulh of Chaos, which are associated 
with the mythological idea of night. To-day 
we hailed a ship bound for Nice, which would 
not tell us the country she came from. Ques- 
tions put by one vessel to another are fre- 
quently refused an answer, for reasons of 
knavery or supposed policy. It was curious to 
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hear our rough and informal captain speaking 
through his trumpet with all the precision and 
loud gravity of a preacher. There is a for- 
mula in use on these occasions, that has an old 
and scriptural effect. A ship descried, appears 
to the sailors like a friend visiting them in 
prison. All hands are interested : all eyes turn 
to the same quarter ; the business of the ves- 
sel is suspended ; and such as have licence to 
do so, crowd on the gangway ; the captain, 
with an air of dignity, having his trumpet 
brought him. You think that " What cheer, 
ho !" is to follow, or, " Well, my lads, who 
are you? and where are you going ?" Not so ; 
the captain applies his mouth with a pomp of 
preparation, and you are startled with the fol- 
lowing primitive shouts, all uttered in a high 
formal tone, with due intervals between, as if 
a Calvinistie Stentor were questioning a man 
from the land of Gk)shen. 

'' What 18 your name ?" 

*^ Whence come you?" 

" Whither are you bound?*' 

After the question " What is your name ?" all 
ears are bent to listen. The answer comes^ 
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hi^ and remote, nothing perhaps beuig dis* 
tinguished of it but the vowels. The ** Sall- 
of-Hym/' you must translate into the Sally of 
Plymouth. •* Whence COTie you ?" All ears 
bent again. " Myr" or " Mau," is Smyrna or 
Malta. " Whither are you bound ?" All ears 
again. No answo*. " D — d if he '11 tell,'' aies 
the captain, laying down at once his trumpet 
and his scripture. 

7th. Saw the Colombrettes, and the land 
about T(»rtosa. Here commences the dassical 
ground of Italian romance. It was on this 
part of the west of Spain, that the Paynim chi- 
valry used to land, to go against Charlemagne* 
Here Orlando played him the tricks that got 
him the title of Furioso ; and from the port 
of Barcelona, Angelica and Medoro took sidp 
tot her dominion of Cathay. I confess I look* 
ed at these shares with a human interest, and 
could not help fancying tiiat the keel of our 
vessel was crossing a real Hne, ova* whidi 
knights and lovers had passed. And so tiiey 
have, both real and fabulous ; the former not 
less romantic, the latter scarcely less real; 
to thousands^ indeed, much more so; for 
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who knows of hundreds of real men and wo- 
men, that have crossed these waters, and suf- 
fered actual passion on those shores and hills ? 
and who knows not Orlando and all the hard 
blows he gave, and the harder blow than all 
given him by two happy lovers ; and the lo- 
vers themselves, the representatives of all the 
young love that ever was ? I had a grudge of 
my own against Angelica, looking upon my- 
self as jilted by those fine eyes which the 
painter has given her in the English picture ; 
for I took her for a more sentimental person ; 
but I excused her, seeing her beset and tor- 
mented by all those very meritorious knights, 
who thought they earned a right to her by 
hacking and hewing; and I more than par- 
doned her, when I found that Medoro, besides 
bemg young and handsome, was a friend and a 
devoted follower. But what of that? They 
were both young and handsome ; and love, at 
that time of life, goes upon no other merits, 
taking aU the rest upon trust in the generosity 
of its wealth, and as willing to bestow a throne 
as a ribbon, to show the all-sufiiciency of its 
contentment. Fair speed your sails over the 
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ludd waters, ye lovers, on a lover-^like sea! 
Fair speed them, yet never land ; for where the 
poet has left you, there ought ye, as ye are, to 
be living for ever — for ever gliding about a 
summer-sea, touching at its flowery islands, 
and reposing beneath its moon. 
The blueness of the water about these parts 

was excessive, especially in the shade next the 

» 

vessel's side. The gloss of the sunshine was 
there taken off, and the colour was exactly 
that of the bottles sold in the shops with gold 
stoppers. In the shadows caused by the more 
transparent medium of the sails, an exquisite 
radiance was thrown up, like light struck out 
of a great precious stone. These colours, con<* 
trasted with the yellow of the horizon at sun- 
set, formed one of those spectacles of beauty,, 
which it is difficult to believe not intended to 
delight many more spectators than can witness 
them with human eyes. Earth and sea are full 
of gorgeous pictures, which seem made for a 
nobler and certainly a more numerous admi- 
ration, than is found among ourselves. Indi* 
\iduals may roam the loveliest country for a 
summer's day, and hardly meet a person bound 
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on the same enjoyment as 4;hemselves. Does 
human nature flatter itself that all this beauty 
was made for its dull and absent eyes, gone 
elsewhere to poke about for pence ? Or, if so, 
is there not to be discerned in it a new and 
religious reason for being more alive to the 
wholesome riches of nature, and less to those 
carking cares and unneighboiurly emulations of 
dties? 

8. Cahn till evenmg, when a fah-er wind 
arose, which continued all night. There was 
a divine sunset over the mouth of the Ebro, — 
majestic, dark-^embattled clouds, with an intense 
sun venting itself above and below like a She- 
kinah, and the rest of the heaven covered with 
large flights of little burnished and white 
elouds. It was what is called in England a 
mackarel sky, — an appellation which may serve 
to show how much inferior it is to a sky of the 
same mottled description in the south. All 
colours in the north are comparatively cold and 
fishy. You have only to see a red cap under 
a Mediterranean sun, to be convinced that our 
painters will never emulate those of Italy as 
our poets have done. They are birds of a 
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different clime, and are modified accordingly; 
They do not live upon the same lustrous food, 
and will never show it in their plumage. Poe- 
try is the internal part, or sentiment, of what 
is material ; and therefore, our thoughts being' 
driven inwards, and rendered imaginative by 
these very defects of climate which discolour 
to us the external world, we have had among 
us some of the greatest poets that ever existed. 
It is observable, that the greatest poets of Italy 
came from Tuscdny, where there is a great deal 
of inclemency in the seasons. The painters 
were from Venice, Rome, and other quarters ; 
some of which, though more northern, are more 
genially situated. The hills about Florence 
made Petrarch and Dante well acquainted 
with winter ; and they were also travellers, and 
unfortunate. These are mighty helps to re- 
flection. Titian and Raphael had nothing to 
do but to paint under a blue sky half the day, 
and play with their mistr^s's locks all the rest 
of it. Let a painter in cloudy and bill-broking 
England do this if he can. 

9. Completely fair wind at south-west. 
Saw Montserrat. The sun, reflected on the 

2 A 2 
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water from the lee studding-sail, was like shot 
silk. At half-past seven in the evening, night 
was risen in the east, while the sun was setting 
opposite. " Black night has come up already," 
said the captain. A fair breeze all night and 
all next day, took us on at the rate of about 
five miles an hour, very refreshing after the 
calms and foul winds. We passed the Gulf of 
Lyons still more pleasantly than we did the 
Bay of Biscay, for in the latter there was a 
calm. In both of these places, a little rough 
handling is generally looked for, A hawk 
settled on the main-yard, and peered about the 
birdless main. 

11. liight airs not quite fair, till noon, when 
they returned and were somewhat stronger. 
(I am thus particular in my daily notices, both 
to complete the reader's sense of the truth of 
my narrative, and to give him the benefit of 
them in case he goes the same road.) The land 
about Toulon was now visible, and then the 
Hieres Islands, a French paradise of oranges and 
sweet airs — 

'' Cheer'd with the grateful smell, old Ocean smiles.*' 
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The perfume exhaling from these' and other 
flowery coasts is no fable, as every one knows 
who has passed Gibraltar and the coast of Ge. 
noa. M. le Franc de Fompignan, in some 
verses of the commonest French manufacture 
tells us, with respect to the Hieres Islands, that 
Vertumnus, Pomona, Zephyr, &c. " reign there 
always," and that the place is ** the asylum of 
their loves, and the throne of their empire/' 
Very private and public ! 

" Vertumne> Pomone> Zephyre 

Avee Flore y regnent toujours ; 
C'est Tasyle de leurs amours^ 
Et le trone de lear empire." 

i 

It was the coast of Provence we were now 
looking upon, the land of the Troubadours. It 
seemed but a short cut over to Tripoli, where 
Geoffrey Rudel went to look upon his mistress 
and die. But our attention was called off by a 
less romantic spectacle, a sight unpleasant to an 
Englishman, — the union flag of Genoa and Sar- 
dinia hoisted on a boat. An indepaident flag 
of any kind is something ; a good old battered 
and conquered one is much ; but this bit of the 
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Holy Alliance livery, patched up among his 
brother servants, by poor Lord Castlereagh, and 
making its bow in the very seas where Andrew 
Doria feasted an Emperor and refused a sove- 
reignty, was a baulk of a very melancholy kind 
of burlesque. The Sardinian was returning 
with empty wine casks from the French coast ; 
a cargo which, at the hour of the day when we 
saw it, probably bore the liveliest possible re- 
semblance to the heads whom he served. The 
wind fell in the evening, and there was a dead 
calm all night. At eleven o'clock, a grampus 
was heard breathing very hard, but we could 
not see it on account of the mists, the only 
ones we had experienced in the Mediterranean. 
These sounds of great fish in the night-time are 
very imposing, the creature displacmg a world 
of water about it, as it dips and rises at inter- 
vals on its billowy path. 

12. During the night we must have 
crossed the path which Bonaparte took to 
Antibes from Elba. We went over it as un- 
consciously as he now travels round with the 
globe in his long sleep. Talking with the 
captain to*day, I learnt that his kindred and he 
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monopolize the whole employment of his owner, 
and that his father served in it thirty-three 
years out of fifty. There is always something 
respectable in continuity and duration, where 
it is maintained by no ignoble means. If this 
family should continue to be masters and con- 
ductors of vessels for two or three generations 
more, especially in the same interest, they will 
have a sort of moral pedigree to show, far be- 
yond those of many proud families, who do 
nothing at all because their ancestors did some- 
thing a hundred years back. I wiU here set 
down a memorandum, with regard to vessels, 
which may be useful. The one we sailed in 
was marked A. I. in the shipping list : that is 
to say, it stood in the first class of the first 
rank of sea-worthy vessels ; and it is in vessels 
of this class that people are always anxious to 
sail. In the present instance, the ship was 
worthy of the rank it bore : so was the one we 
buffeted the Channel in ; or it would not have 
held out. But this mark of prime worthiness, 
A. I., a vessel is allowed to retain only ten years ; 
the consequence of which is, that many ships 
are built to last only that time; and goods 
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and lives are often entrusted to a weak vessd, 
instead of one which, though twice as old, is in 
twice as good condition. The best way is to 
get a friend who knows something of the mat- 
ter, to make inquiries ; and the sea-worthiness 
of the captain himself, his standing with his 
employers, &c. might as well be added to the 
list* 

13. The Alps! It was the first time I 
had seen mountains. They had a fine §ulky 
look, up aloft in the sky, — cold, lofty, and dis- 
tant. I used to think that mountains would 
impress me but little ; that by the same pro- 
cess of imagination reversed, by which a brook 
can be fancied a mighty river, with forests in- 
stead of verdure on its banks, a mountain could 
be made a mole-hill, over which we step. But 
one look convinced me to the contrary. I 
found I could elevate, better than I could pull 
down, and I was glad of it. It was not th^t 
the sight of the Alps was necessary to convince 
me of " the being of a Gk)d," as it is said to 
have done Mr. Moore, or to put me upon any 
reflections respecting infinity and first causes, 
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of which I have had enough in my time ; hut 
I seemed to meet for the first time a grand 
poetical thought in a material shape, — to see a 
piece of one's hook- wonders realized, — some- 
thing very earthly, yet standing between earth 
and heaven, like a piece of the antediluvian 
world looking out of the coldness of ages. I 
remember reading in a Review a passage Arom 
some book of travels, which spoke of the au- 
thor's standing on the sea-shore, and being led 
by the silence, and the abstraction, and the 
novel grandeur of the objects around him, to 
think of the earth, not in its geographical 
divisions, but as a planet in connexion with 
other planets, and rolling in the immensity of 
space. With these thoughts I have been fa- 
miliar, as I suppose every one has been who 
knows what solitude is, and has an imagination, 
and perhaps not the best health. But we grow 
used to the mightiest aspects of thought, as we 
do to the immortal visages of the moon and 
stars : and therefore the first sight of the Alps, 
though much less things than any of these, and 
a toy, as I thought, for imagination to recreate 
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itself wifh after their company, startles us like 
the disproof of a doubt, or the verification of 
an early dream, — a ghost, as it were, made 
visible by daylight, and giving us an enormous 
sense of its presence and materiality. 

In the course of the day, we saw the table- 
land about Monaco. It brought to my mind 
the ludicrous distress of the petty prince of 
that place, when on his return from inter- 
changing congratulations with his new masters 
— the legitimates, he suddenly met his old mas- 
ter. Napoleon, on his return from Elba. Or 
did he meet him when going to Elba ? I for- 
get which ; but the distresses and confusion 
of the Prince were at all events as certain, as 
the superiority and amusement of the great 
man. In either case, this was the natural di- 
vision of things, and the circumstances would 
have been the same. A large grampus went 
by, heaping the water into clouds of foam. 
Another time, we saw a shark with his fin 
above water, which, I believe, is his constant 
way of going. The Alps were now fully and 
closely seen, and a glorious sunset took place. 
There was the greatest grandeur and the love- 
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Uest beauty. Among others was a small string 
of douds, like rubies with facets, a very dark 
tinge being put here and there, as if by a 
painter, to set off the rest. Red is certainly 
the colour of beauty, and ruby the most beau- 
tiful of reds. It was in no commonplace spirit 
that Marlow, in his list of precious stones, 
called them " beauteous rubies," but with ex- 
quisite gusto : — 
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Bags of fiery opals^ sappliires^ amethysts. 
Jacinths, hard topas, grass-green emeralds, 
Beauteous rabies, sparkling diamonds," &c. 



They come upon you, among the rest, like the 
women of gems. All these colours we had 
about us in our Mediterranean sunsets ; and as 
if fortune would add to them by a freak of 
fancy, a little shoal of fish, sparkling as silver, 
leaped out of the water this afternoon, like a 
sprinkle of shillings. They were the ancho* 
vies, or Sardinias, that we eat. They give a 
burlesque title to the soverei^ of these seas, 
whom the Tuscans call '* King of the Sar- 
dinias." 
We were now sailing up the angle of the 
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Gulf of Gi«noa» its shore looking as Italian as 
possible, with groves and white viUages. The 
names too were alluring,— -Oneglia, Albenga, 
Savona ; the last, the birthplace of a sprightly 
poet, (Frugoni,) whose works I was acquainted 
with. The breeze was the strongest we had 
had yet, and not quite fair, but we made good 
head against it ; the queen-like city of Genoa^ 
crowned with white palaces, sat at the end of 
the Gulf, as if to receive us in state ; and at 
two o'clock, the waters being as blue as the 
' sky, and all hearts rejoicing, we entered our 
Italian harbour, and heard Italian words. 

Luckily for us, these first words were Tus- 
can. A pilot-boat came out. Somebody asked 
a question which we did not hear, and the 
captain replied to it. " Va bene," said the 
pilot in a fine open voice, and turned the head 
of the boat with a tranquil dignity. *'Va 
bene," thought I, indeed. "All goes well" 
truly. The words are delicious, and the omen 
good. My family have arrived so far in safe- 
ty ; we have but a little more voyage to make, 
a few steps to measure back in this calm Me- 
diterranean; the weather is glorious; Italy 
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looks like what we expected ; in a day or two 
we shall hear of our friends : health and peace 
are before us, pleasure to others and profit to 
ourselves; and it is hard if we do not enjoy 
again, before long, the society of all our friends, 
both abroad and at home. In a day or two 
we received a letter from Mr. Shelley, saying 
that winds and waves, he hoped, would never 
part us more. 

I intended to put below, in a note, what re« 
marks I had made in another publication, re* 
specting the city of Genoa; but they have 
been re-published in the compilation noticed in 
this wprk, purporting to be an account of the 
^•Life and Times of Lord Byron." It is a 
compliment a little on the side of the free 
order of things, but such as I have never been 
inclined to complain of, especially where the 
compiler, as in the present instance, is polite in 
his petty larceny, and helps himself to your 
property in the style of Du Val. 

In the harbour of Genoa, we lay next a 
fine American vessel, the captain of which, I 
thought, played the great man in a style be- 
yond any thing I had seen in our English mer- 
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chantmen. On the other side of us, was an 
Englishman, as fragile as the other was stout- 
built. Yet the captain, who was a strange fish^ 
with a dialect more uncouth than any of us had 
heard, talked of its weathering the last winter 
capitally, and professed not to care any thing 
for a gale of wind, which he ^called a " gal o' 
wined." We here met with our winter vessel, 
looking as gay and summery as you please, 
and having an awning stretched over the deck, 
under which the captain politely invited us to 
dine. I went, and had the pleasure of meeting 
our friend the mate, and a good-natured coun- 
tryman, residing at Genoa, who talked much 
of a French priest whom he knew, and whom 
he caUed " the prate." Our former companions, 
in completing their voyage, had had a bad time 
of it in the gulf of Lyons, during which the 
ship was completely under water, the cook^ 
house and bulwarks, &c. were carried away, 
and the men were obliged to be taken aft into 
the cabin two nights together. We had reason 
to bless ourselves that my wife was not there ; 
for this would infallibly have put an end to her. 
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On the 28th of June, we set sail for Leghorn, 
The weather was still as fine as possible, and our 
concluding trip as agreeable ; with the excep- 
tion of a storm of thunder and lightning one 
night, which was the completest I ever saw. 
Our newspaper friend, " the oldest man living," 
ought to have been there to see it. The light- 
ning fell in all parts of the sea, like pillars ; or 
like great melted fires, suddenly dropt from a 
giant torch. Now it pierced^ the sea, like rods ; 
now fell like enormous flakes or tonguefs, sud- 
denly swallowed up. At one time, it seemed 
to confine itself to a dark corner of the ocean, 
making formidable shows of gigantic and flash* 
ing lances, (for it was the most perpendicular 
lightning I ever saw) : then it dashed broadly 
at the whole sea, as if it would sweep us away 
in flame; and then came in random portions 
about the vessel, treading the waves hither and 
thither, like the legs of fiery spirits descending 
in wrath. I then had a specimen (and confess 
I was not sorry to see it) of the fear which 
could enter even into the hearts of our " gal- 
lant heroes," when thrown into an unusual si- 
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tuation. The captain, almost the only man 
unmoved, or apparently so, (and I really be- 
lieve he was as fearless on all occasions, as his 
native valour, to say nothing of his brandy and 
water, could make him) was so exasperated 
with the unequivocal alarm depicted in the 
faces of some of his crew, that he dashed his 
hand contemptuously at the poor fellow at the 
helm, and called him a coward. For our parts,^ 
having no fear of thunder and lightning, and 
not being fully aware perhaps of the danger 
to which vessels are exposed on these occasions, 
particularly if like our Channel friend they 
carry gunpowder (as most of them do, more or 
less), we were quite at our ease, compared with 
our inexperienced friends about us, who had 
never witnessed any thing of the like before, 
even in books. Besides^ we thought it impos* 
sible for the Mediterranean to play us any se- 
rious trick, — ^that sunny and lucid basin, which 
we had beheld only in its contrast with a 
northern and a winter sea. Little did we 
think, that in so short a space of time, and 
somewhere about this very spot, a catastrophe 
would take place, that should put an end to all 
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sweet thoughts both of the Mediterranean and 
the South. 

Our residence at Pisa and Genoa has been 
abeady described ; I must therefore request the 
reader to indulge me in a dramatic license, 
and allow us to grow three years older in the 
course of as many lines. By this time he will 
suppose us leaving G^noa for Florence. We 
were obliged to travel in the height of an Ita- 
lian summer; which did no good to any of 
us. The children, living temperately, and not 
having yet got any cares on their shoulders, 
which temperance could not remove, soon re- 
covered. It was otherwise with the rest ; but 
there is a habit in being ill, as in every thing 
else ; and we disposed ourselves to go through 
our task of endurance, as cheerfully as might be. 

In G^noa you heard nothing in the streets 
but the talk of money. I hailed it as a good 
omen in Florence, that the two first words 
which caught my ears were Flowers and 
Women (Fiori and Donne). The night of 
our arrival we put up at an hotel in a very 
public street, and were kept awake (as agree- 
r )ly as fever would let us be) by songs and 
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guitars. It was one of the pleasantest pieces 
of the south we had experienced : and, for the 
moment, we lived in the Italy of books. One 
performer, to a jovial accompaniment, sang a 
song about somebody's fair wife (bianca mog- 
lie), which set the street in roars of laughter. 
From the hotel we went into a lodging in 
the street of Beautiful Women — ^Via deUe 
Belle Donne — a name which it is a sort of tune 
to pronounce. We there heard one night a 
concert in the street ; and looking out, saw 
music-stands, books, &c. in regular order, and 
amateurs performing as in a room. Opposite 
our lodging was an inscription on a house pur- 
porting that it was the Hospital of the Monks 
of Vallombrosa. Wherever you turned was 
music or a graceful memory. From the Via 
delle BeUe Donne we went to live in the 
Piazza Santa Croce, next to the church of that 
name containing the ashes of Michael Angelo. 
On the other side of it was the monastery, 
in which Pope Sixtus V. went stooping as 
if in decrepitude ; " looking," as he said after- 
wards, "for the keys of St. Peter." We 
lodged in the house of a Greek, who came 
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from the island of Andros, and was called 
Dionysius; a name, which has existed there 
periiaps ever since the god who bare it. Our 
host was a proper Bacchanalian, always drunk» 
and spoke. faster than I ever heard. He had 
a " fair Andrian" for his mother, old and ugly, 
whose name was Bella. 

The church of Santa Croce would disappoint 
you as much inside as out, if the presence of 
the remains of Great Men did not always cast 
a mingled shadow of the awful and beautiful 
over one^s thought. Any large space also, 
devoted to the purposes of religion, though 
the religion be false, disposes the mind to the 
loftiest of speculations. The vaulted sky out 
of doors appears small, compared with the open* 
ing into immensity represented by that very 
enclosure, — that larger dwelling than common, 
entered by a little door ; and we take off our 
hats, not so much out of earthly respect, as 
with the feeling that there should be nothing 
between our heads and the air of the next world. 

Agreeably to our old rustic propensities, we 
did not stop long in the city. We left Santa 
Croce to live at Maiano, a village on the slope 
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of one of the Fiesolan hills, about two miles 
off. I passed there a very disconsolate time ; 
yet the 'greatest comfort I experienced in Italy 
was from living in that neighbourhood, and 
thinking, as I went about, of Boccaccio. Boc- 
caccio's father had a house at Maiano, supposed 
to have been situate at the Fiesolan extremity 
of the hamlet. That divine writer (whose sen- 
timent outweighed his levity a hundred fold, as 
a fine face is oftener serious than it is merry) 
was so fond of the place, that he has not only 
laid the two scenes of the Decameron on each 
side of it, with the valley his company resorted 
to in the middle, but has made the two little 
streams that embrace Maiano, the Afirico and 
the Mensola, the hero and heroine of his Nim- 
phale Fiesolano. A lover and his vestal mis- 
tress are changed into them, after the fashion 
of Ovid. The scene of another of his works is 
on the banks of the Mugnone, a river a little 
distant: and the Decameron is full of the 
neighbouring villages. Out of the windows 
of one side of our house, we saw the turret of 
the Villa Gherardi, to which his " joyous com- 
pany*' resorted in the first instance $ — a house 
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belonging to the Maechiavelli was nearer, a 
little to the left ; and farther to the left, among 
the blue hills, was the white village of Settig- 
nano, where Michael Angelo was bom. The 
house is still remaining in possession of the 
family. From our windows on the other side 
we saw, dose to us, the Fiesole of antiquity 
and of Milton, the site of the Boccaccio-house 
before mentioned still closer, the Valley of 
Ladies at our feet; and we looked over to- 
wards the quarter of the Mugnone and of a 
house of Dante, and in the distance beheld the 
mountains of Pistoia. Lastly, from the terrace 
in front, Florence lay clear and cathedralled 
before us, with the scene of Redi's Bacchus 
rising on the other side of it, and the Villa of 
Arcetri, illustrious for G^alileo. 

But I stuck to my Boccaccio haunts, as to 
an old home. I lived with the divine human 
being, with his friends of the Falcon and the 
Basil, and my own not unworthy melancholy ; 
and went about the flowering lanes and hiUs, 
sditary indeed, and sick to the heart, but not 
unsustained. In looking back to such periods 
of one's existence, one is surprised to find how 
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much they surpass many occasions of mirth, 
and what a rich tone of colour their very dark- 
ness assumes, as in some fine old painting. 
My ahnost daily walk was to Fiesole, through 
a path skirted with wild myrtle and cyclamen ; 
and I stopped at the cloister of the Doccia, 
and sat on the pretty melancholy platform be- 
hind it, reading, or looking through the pines 
down to Florence. In the Valley of Ladies, 
I found some English trees (trees not vine and 
olive) and even a meadow ; and these, while 
I made them furnish me with a bit of my old 
home in the north, did no injury to the me- 
mory of Boccaccio, who is of all countries, and 
finds his home wherever we do ourselves, m 
love, in the grave, in a desert island. 

But I had other friends too not far off, 
English, and of the right sort. My friend, Mr. 
Brown, occupied for a time the little convent 
of St. Baldassare, near Maiano, where he re- 
presented the body corporate of the former 
possessors, with all the joviality of a comforts 
able natural piety. The closet in his study, 
where the church treasures had most likely 
been kept, was filled with the humanities of 
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modan literature, not less Christian for being 
a little sceptical : and we had a zest in fancy- 
ing that we discoursed of love and wine in the 
apartments of the Lady Abbess. I remember 
I had the pleasure of telling an Italian gentle- 
man there the joke attributed to the Reverend 
Mr. Sydney Smithy about sitting next a man 
at table, who had " a seven-parson power ;" 
and he imderstood it, and rolled with laughter, 
crying out — " Oh, ma bello ! ma bellissimo !• ' 
There, too^ I had the pleasure of diaing in 
company with an English beauty, (Mrs. W*) 
who appeared to be such as Boccaccio might 
have admired, capable both of mirth and gra- 
vity; and she had a child with her that re* 
fleeted her graces. The appearance o£ one of 
these young English mothers among Italian 
women, is like domesticity among the passions. 
It is a pity when you return to England, that 
the generality of faces do not keep up the 
charm. You are then too apt to think, that 
an Italian beauty among English women would 
look like poetry among the suUens. 

My friend B. removed to Florence ; and to- 
gether with the books and newspapers, made 
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me a city visitor. I there became acquainted 
with Mr. Landor, to whose talents I had made, 
the amende honorable the year before ; and 
with Mr. Kirkup, an English artist, who is 
poor enough, I fear, neither in purse nor ac- 
complishment, to cultivate his profession as he 
ought; and so beloved by his friends, that 
they must get at a distance from him before 
they can tell him of it. And yet I know not 
why they should ; for a man of a more cordial 
generosity, with greater delicacy in showing it, 
1 have never met with : and such men deserve 
the compliment of openness. They know how 
to receive it. To the list of my acquaintances, 
I had the honour of adding Lord Dillon, who 
in the midst of an exuberance of temperament 
more than national, conceals a depth of under- 
standing, and a genuine humanity of know- 
ledge, to which proper justice is not done in 
consequence. The vegetation and the unstable 
groupd divert suspicion from the ore beneath 
it. 1 remember his saying sometiiing one eve- 
ning about a very ill-used description of per- 
sons in the London streets, for which Shak- 
speare nught have taken him by the hand; 
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though the proposition csame in so startling a 
shape, that the company were obliged to be 
shocked in self-defence, l^he gallant Viscount 
is not the better for being a Lord. I never 
knew, or read of a clever man, that was. It 
makes the most natural men artificial, and per- 
plexes them with contradictory ambitions. A 
proper Lord, being constituted of nothing, ju- 
diciously consents to remain so, and avoids 
trenching upon realities. I must also take 
leave to doubt, whether Roscommon will not 
remain the greatest poet among the Dillons, 
notwithstanding the minacde of Ezzelino. But 
his Lordship is not the less worthy of a race of 
intelligent men and ndble adventurers. He is 
a cavalier of the old school of the Meadowses 
and Newcastles, with something of the O'Neal 
superadded ; and instead of wasting his words 
upon tyrants or Mr. Pitt, ought to have be^i 
eternally at the head of his brigade, charging 
on his war-horse, and meditating romantic 
stories. 

Mr. Landor, who has long been known to 
scholars as a Latin poet beyond the elegance of 
centos, and has lately shown himself one of our 
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most powerful writers of prose, is a man of a 
vehement nature, with great delicacy of ima- 
gination. He is like a stormy mountain pine, 
that should produce lilies. After indulging 
the partialities of his friendships and enmities, 
and trampling on kings and ministers; he shall 
cool himself, like a Spartan worshipping a 
moon-beam, in the patient meekness of Lady 
Jane Grey. I used to think he did wrong in 
choosing to write Latin verse instead of Eng- 
lish. The opinions he has expressed on that 
subject, in the eloquent treatise appended to 
his Latin poems. wiU, I am sure, hardly find a 
single person to agree with them. But as an 
individual, working out his own case, I think 
he was right in giving way to the inspiration 
of his scholarship. Independent, learned, and 
leisurely, with a temperament, perhaps, rather 
than a mind, poetical, he walked among tl^ 
fields of antiquity, till he beheld the forms of 
poetry with the eyes of their inhabitants; 
and it is agreeable, as a. variety, among the 
crowds of ordinary scholars, especially such as 
affect to think the great modem poets little 
ones because they are not ancient, to have 
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one who cdn vesSly fancy and feel with OviA 
and Catullus, as well as read them. Mr. 
Landor has the voieration for all poetay, 
andent or moda^n, that belongs to a schcdar 
who is himself a poet. He loves Chaucer and 
Spenser, as well as Homer. That he desires 
the title, the reader will be convinced on open^ 
ing his book erf " Idyls," where the first thing 
he encounters will be the charming dudl be- 
tween Cupid and Fan, f^ of fancy and arch- 
ness, with a deepa* emotion at the end. His 
•* Lyrics,*' with the exception of a pretty vi- 
sicm about Ceres and her poppies, (which is in 
the spirit of an Idyl,) do not appear to me so 
good : but upon the whole, though it is a point 
on which I am bound to speak with diffidence, 
he seems to me by far the best Latin poet we 
possess, after Milton ; more in good taste than 
the incorrectness and difiuseness of Cowley; 
and not to be lowaed by a comparison with 
the mimic elegancies of Addison. Vincent 
Bourne, I conceive to be a genuine hand ; but 
I know him only in a piece or two. 

Mr. Landor was educated at Rugby, and 
became afterwards the friend and favourite 
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pupil of Dr. Parr. With a library, the small- 
ness of which surprised me, and which he must 
furnish out, when he writes on English sub- 
jects, by the help of a rich memory, — ^he livps, 
among his paintings and hospitalities, in a style 
of unostentatious elegance, very becoming a 
scholar that can afford it. The exile, in which 
he chooses to continue at present, is as different 
from that of his friend Ovid, as his Tristia 
would have been, had he thought proper to 
write any. Augustus would certainly have 
found no whining in him, much less any wor- 
ship. He has some fine children, with whom 
he plays like a real schoolboy, being, in truth, 
as ready to complain of an undue knock, as 
he is to laugh, shout, and scramble ; and his 
wife (I really do not know \yhether I ought to 
take these liberties, but the nature of the book 
into which I have been beguiled must excuse 
me, and ladies must take the consequence of 
being agreeable, — his wife would have made 
Ovid's loneliness quite another thing, with her 
face radiant with good-humour. Mr. Landor's 
conversation is lively and unaffected^ as full of 
scholarship or otherwise as you may desire, and 
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dashed now and then %vith a little superfluous 
will and vehemence, when he speaks of his 
likings and dislikes. His laugh is in peals, and 
climbing: he seems to fetch every fresh one 
from a higher story. Speaking of the Latin 
poets of antiquity, I was struck with an obser- 
vation of his ; that Ovid was the best-natured 
of them all. Horace's perfection that way he 
doubted. He said, that Ovid had a greater 
TBnge of pleasurable ideas, und was prepared to 
do justice to every thing that came in his way. 
Ovid was fond of noticing his rivals in wit and * 
genius, and has recorded the names of a great 
number of his friends ; whereas Horace seems 
to confine his eulogies to such as were rich or 
in fashion, and well received at court. 

When the " Liberal" was put an end to, I 
had contributed some articles to a new work 
set up by my brother, called the " Literary 
Examiner.'' Being too ill at Florence to con- 
tinue these, I did what I could, and had re- 
course to the lightest and easiest translation I 
could think <^, which was that of Redi's *^ Bac- 
eo in Toscana*" I believe it fell dead-bom 
from the press. Like the wines it recorded. 
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it would not keep. Indeed it was not very 
likely that the English public should take 
much interest in liquors not their own, and 
enthusiastic allusions to times and places with 
which they had no sympathy. Animal spirits 
also require to be read by animal spirits, or at 
least by a melancholy so tempered as to oonsi-^ 
der them rather as desirable than fantastic : — 
perhaps my own relish of the original was not 
sprightly enough at the time to do it justice ; 
and, at all events, it is requisite that what a 
man does say in his vivacity should not be 
doubly spoilt in the conveyance. Bell's Edi- 
tion of Shakspeare, is said to have been the 
worst edition ever put forth of a British au- 
thor. Perhaps the translation of the " Bac- 
chus in Tuscany" was the worst ever printed. 
It was mystified with upwards of fifty mis- 
takes. 

At Maiano, I wrote the articles which appeared 
in the "Examiner,** under the title of the "Wish- 
ing Cap." It was a very genuine title. When I 
put on my cap, and pitched myself in imagination 
into the thick of Covent-Garden, the pleasure 
I received was so vivid, — I turned the comer 
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of a street so much in the ordinary course of 
things, and was so tangibly present to . the 
pavement, the shop-windows, the people, and a 
fiiousand agreeable recollections which looked 
me naturally xfL the face, that sometimes when 
I walk there now, the impression seems hardly 
more real. I used to feel as if I actually 
pitched my soul there, and that spiritual eyes 
mijght have seen it shot over from Tuscany 
into York-street, like a rocket. It is much 
pleasahter, however, on waking up, to find 
soul and body together in one's favourite 
neighbourhood: yes, even tlian among thy 
oliv^ and vines, Boccaccio ! I not only missed 
** the town*' in Italy ; I missed my old trees, — 
oaks and elms. * Tuscany, in point of wood, is 
nothing but an olive-ground and vineyard. I 
saw there, how it was, that some persons when 
they return from Italy say it has no wood, and 
some a great deal. The fact is, that many 
parts of it, Tuscany included, has no wood to 
^ak of: and it wants larger trees interspersed 
with the smaller ones, in the manner of our 
hedge-row elms. A tree of a reasonable height 
is a Godsend. The olives are low and hazy- 
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looking, like dry sallows. You have plenty of 
those ; but to an Englishman, looking from a 
height, they appear little better than brush- 
wood. Then there are no meadows, no proper 
green lanes (at least, I saw none), no paths 
leading over field and style, no hay^fields in 
June, nothing of that luxurious combination 
of green and russet, of grass, wild flowers, and 
woods, over which a lover of Nature can stroll 
for hours with a foot as fresh as the stag's; 
unvexed with chalk, dust, and an eternal pub- 
lic path ; and able to lie down, if he will, and 
sleep in clover. In short, (saving a little more 
settled weather,) we have the best part of Italy 
in books, be it what it may ; and this we can 
enjoy in England. Give me Tuscany in Mid- 
dlesex or Berkshire, and the Valley of Ladies 
between Harrow and Jack Straw's Castle. The 
proud names and flinty ruins above the Men- 
sola may keep their distance. Boccaccio shall 
build a bower for us, out of his books, of all 
that we choose to import; and we will have 
daisies and fresh meadows besides. An Italian 
may prefer his own country after the same 
fashion; and he is right. I knew a young 
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Englishwoman, who, having grown up in Tus- 
cany, thought the landscapes of her native 
country insipid, and could not imagine how 
people could live without walks in vineyards. 
To me Italy has a certain hard taste in the 
mouth. Its mountains are too bare, its out- 
lines too sharp, its lanes too stony, its voices 
too loud, its long summer too dusty. I longed 
to . bathe myself in the grassy balm of my na- 
tive fields. But I was ill, uncomfortable, in a 
perpetual fever ; and critics, if they are candid, 
should give us a list of the infirmities under 
which they sit down to estimate what they 
differ with. What returns of sick and wound- 
ed we should have at the head of some of our 
periodicals! 

Before I left Italy, I had the pleasure of 
frightening the Tuscan government by pro- 
posing to set up a compilation from the Eng- 
lish Magazines. They are rarely seen in that 
quarter, though our countrymen are numerous* 
In the year 1825, two hundred English families 
were said to be resident in Florence. In Rome, 
visitors, though not families, were more nu- 
merous ; and the publication, for little cost, 

VOL. II, 2 c 



886 VISIT TO ITALY. 

might have been sent all oyer Italy. The plan 
was to select none but the very best articles, 
and follow them with an original one com* 
menting upon their beauties, and making the 
English in Italy well acquainted with our 
living authors. But the Tuscan authorities 
were fairly struck with consternation. ** You 
must submit the publication to a censoi^hip.** 
— "Be it so." — "But you must let them see 
every sheet, before it goes to press, in order 
that there may be no religion or politics/'— 
**Very well:— to please the reverend censors, 
I will have no religion : politics also are out 
of the question." — " Ay, but politics may creep 
in."—" They shall not."—" Ah, but they may 
CTeep in, without your being aware ; and then 
what is to be done ?"— " Why, if neither the 
editor nor the censors are aware, I do not see 
that any very vivid impression need be appre- 
hended with regard to the public." — " That 
appears very plausible ; but how if the censors 
do not understand English ?"— " There indeed 
you have me. All I can say is, that the Eng- 
lish understand the censors, and I see we 
must drop our intended work."— This was the 
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substanee of a discourse I bad with the book* 
seller, after communication with the authori-^ 
ties. The prospeefcus h^ been drawn out ; the 
bookseller had rubbed his hands at it, thinking 
of the money which the Byrons and Walter 
Scotts of England were preparing for him; 
but he was obHged to give in, "Ah/' said 
he to me in his broken English, as he sat in 
winter-time with oold fe^t and an irritable face^ 
pretending to keep himself warm by tantaliz. 
ing the tip of his fingers over a little basin of 
charcoal, — " Ah, you are veree happee in Eng- 
land; you can get so much money as you 
please/* 

It was a joyful day that enabled us to re- 
turn to England. I will quote a letter which 
a friend has preserved, giving an account of 
the first part of our journey ; for these things 

are best told while the impression is most lively. 

♦ m m m 

^* I had a proper Bacchanalian parting with 
Florence. A stranger and I cracked a bottle 
together in high style. He ran against me 
with a flask of wine in his hand, and divided 
it gloriously between us. It was impossible to 

2 c 2 
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be angry with his good-humoured face ; so we 
complimented one another on our joviality^ 
and parted on the most flourishing terms. Ii| 
the evening I cracked another .flask, with equal 
abstinence of inside. Mr. Kirkup (whom you 
have heard me speak of) made me a present 
of a vine stick. He came to Maiano, with 
Mr. Brown, to take leave of us ; so we christ- 
eaed the stick, as they do a seventy-four, and 
he stood roc2-father. 

" We set off next morning at six o'clock. 
I took leave of Maiano with a dry eye, Boc- 
caccio and the Valley of Ladies notwithstand- 
ing. But the grave face of Brown (who had 
stayed all night, and was to continue doing 
us good after we had gone, by seeing to our 
goods and chattels,) was not so easily to be 
parted with. I was obliged to gulp down 
a sensation in the throat, such as men cannot 
very weU afford to confess " in these degene- 
rate, days," especially to a lady. So I beg you 
will have a respect for it, and know it for what 
it is. Old Lear and Achilles made nothing of 
owning to it. But before we get on, I inust 
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make you acqudnted with our mode of tm- 



" We go not by post, but by Vettura ; that 
is to say, by easy stages of thirty or forty miles 
a day, in a trayelUng carriage, the box of which 
is turned into a chaise, witili a calash over it. 
It is drawn by three horses, occasionally assist- 
ed: by muliBS. We pay about eighty-two gui- 
neas English, for which sum ten of us (count- 
ing as six, because of the number of children,) 
are taken to Calais ; have a breakfast and din- 
ner every day on the road ; are provided with 
five beds at night, each containing two per- 
sons ; and are to rest four days during the 
journey, without farther expense, in ^whatever 
portions and places we think fit. Our break- 
fast consists of coffee, bread, fruit, milk, 
and eggs ; plenty of each : the dinner of the 
four indispensable Italian dishes, something 
roast, something boiled, something fried, and 
what: they call an umido^ which is a hash, or 
something of that ^sort ; together with vegeta-. 
bles, wine, and fruit. Care must be taken that 
the Vetturino does not crib from this allowance 
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by degrees, otherwiae the dishes grow fewer 
and smaller; meat disappears on a religious 
principle, it being mixgro day, on which 
^^ nothing is to be had ;" and the vegetfd>lGS 
adhering to their friend the meat in his adver- 
sity, disappear likewise. The reason o£ this is, 
that the Vetturino has a conflicting interest 
within him. It is his interest to please you in 
hope of other custom ; and it his interest to 
make the most of the sum of money, which 
his master allows him for expenses. With- 
jitand, however, any change at first, and good 
behaviour may be reckoned upon. We have 
as pleasant a little Tuscan to drive us as I ever 
met with. He began very handsomely; but 
finding us willing to make the best of ^ly 
little deficiency, he could not resist the temp- 
tation of giving up the remoter interest for the 
nearer one. We found our profusion diminish 
accordingly; and at Turin, after cunningly 
asking us, whether we cared to have an inn 
not of the very highest description, he has 
brought us to one of which it can only be said 
that it is not of the very lowest. The landlord 
showed us into sordid rooms on a second story. 



^ 
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I found it neoessaiy to he base and make a 
noise ; upon which litde 6i^ looked frighten- 
ed, and the landford looked skmsh and bowed us 
into his best We shall have no more of this. Our 
rogue has an excellent temper, and is as honest 
a ro^e, I will undertake to say, as ever puz- 
zled a formalist. He makes us laugh with hia 
resemblance to Mr. Lamb ; whose countenance, 
a little jovialized, he engrafts upon an active 
little body and pair of legs, walking about in 
his jaok-boots as if they were pumps. But he 
mvst have scnne object in life, to carry him so 
many times over the Alps :— this of necessity 
is money. You may guess that we could have 
diipei^sed with some of the fried and roasted ; 
but to do this, would be to subject ourselvea 
to other diminutions. Our bargain is reckoned 
a good one. The coachmaster says, (believe 
him who will,) that he could not have afforded 
it, had be not been sure, at this time of the 
year, that somebody would take his coach back 
again ; so many persons come to winter in Italy. 

" Well, now that you have all the prolego- 
mena, right and tight, we will set off again. 
We were tdid to look for a barren road from 
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Florence to Bologna, but were most agreeably 
disapjpointed. The vines and c^ves disap- 
peared, which was a relief to us. Instead of 
these, and the comparatively petty ascents 
about Florence, we had proper swelling Apen- 
nines, valley and mountain, with fine sloping 
meadows of green, interspersed with wood. 
We stopped to refresh ourselves at noon at an 
inn called Le Maschere, where there is a very 
elegant prospect, a mixture of nature with 
garden ground ; and slept at Covigliaio, where 
three tall buxom damsels waited upon us, who 
romped during supper with the men-servants. 
One of them had a nicer voice than the others, 
upon the strength of which she stepped about 
with a jaunty air in a hat and feathers, and 
made the aimahle. A Greek came in with a 
long beard ; which he poked into all the rooms 
by way of investigation; as he could speak 
no language but his own. I asked one of the 
girls why she looked so frightened; upon 
which she shrugged her shoulders and said, 
* Oh Dio r as if Blue Beard had come to put 
her in his seraglio. 

** Our vile inn knocked Us up ; so I would 
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hot wiite any more yesterday. Liide Gigi 
oan:^ up yesterday evemng with a grave face, 
to tdll us that he was not aware till that mo* 

ment of its being part of his duty, by the 
agreement, to pay expenses during our days 
of stopping. He had not looked into the 
agreement till then ! The rogue ! So we lec- 
tured hijm, and forgave him for his good tem- 
per : and he is to be very honest and expensive 
in future. This episode of the postilion has 
put me out of the order of my narration. 

" To resume then. Next morning the 11th, 
we set off at five, and passed a volcanic part erf 
the Apennines, where a flame issues from the 
ground. We thought we saw . it. The place 
is called Fietra Mala. Here we enter upon 
the Pope's territories, as if his Holiness kept 
the keys of a very different place from what 
he pretends. We refreshed at Poggioli, in 
sight of a ch}irch upon a hiU, called the Monte 
dei Formicoli. They say aU the ants in the 
neighbourhood come into the church on a cer- 
tain day, in the middle of the service, and 
make a point of dying during the mass ; but 
the postilion said, that for his part he did not 
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Mieve it Travelling makes pet^e sceptical. 
The same evening we got to Bologna, where 
we fttiished for the present with mountains. 
The best streets in Bologna are funushed with 
arcade^ very sensible things, which we are 
surprised to miss in any city in a hot country. 
They are to be found, more or less, as you 
travel northwards. The houses are all kept in 
good-looking order, owing, I believe, to a pas* 
sion the Bolognese have for a gorgeous anni* 
versary, against which every thing animate and 
inanimate puts on its best. I could not learn 
what it was. Besides tapestry and flowers, 
they bring out their pictures to hang in front 
of the houses. Many cities in Italy disap* 
p(n|it the eye of the traveller. The stucco and 
plaister outside the houses gets worn, and, to^ 
gether with the open windows, gives them a 
squalid and deserted appearance. But the 
name is always something. If Bologna were 
nothing of a city, it would still be a fine sound 
and a sentiment; a thing recorded in art, in 
poetry, in stories of all sorts. We passed next 
day over a flat country, and dined at Modena, 
which is neither so good-looking a city, nor so 
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well aoundiiig a reooUection as Bologna; boft 
it 18 still Modena, the native place of Tassoul* 
I iraot to the oathedml to get sight ci Ibe 
Secdiia whidi is hung up there, but fomid the 
doors shut ; and as ugly a pile of building as 
a bad cathedral could make. The lions before 
tlie doors, look as if some ^bint*s children had 
made them in sport, wretchedly sculptured, and 
gaping as if in agony at their bad legs. It 
was a disappointaient to me not to s^ the 
Backet The Secchia Bapita is my oldest 
Italian acquaintance, and I reckoned upmi 
saying to the hero of it ' Ah, ha ! Thei« ygu 
aie !' There is something provoking, and yet 
something fine too, in flitting in this manner 
from city to dty. You are vexed at not being 
able to stop and see pictures, &c.; but you 
have a sort of royal taste of great pleasures in 
passing. The best thing one can do to get 
at the interior of any thing in this hutry, is 
to watch the countenances of the people. I 
thought the looks of the Bolognese and Mo- 
denese singularly answered to their character 
in books. What is more singular, is the ex- 
traordinary difference, and nationality of as- 
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pect, in the people of two cities at so little 
distance from one another. The Bolognese 
have a broad steady look/ not without gemalitj 
and richness. You can imagine them to give 
birth to painters. The Modenese are crusty* 
lookiilg and carking, with a dry twinkle at 
you, and a narrow mouth. They are critics 
and satirists, on the face of them. For my 
part, I never took very kindly to Tassoni, for 
aU my young acquaintance with him ; and in 
the war which he has celebrated, I am now» 
whatever I was before, decidedly for the Bo- 
lognese." 

On the 12th of September, after dining at 
Modena, we jslept at Reggio, where Ariosto 
was bom; His father was captain of the cita- 
del. Boiardo, the poet's precursor, was bom at 
Scandiano, not far off. I ran, before the gates 
were shut, to get a look at the citadel, and 
was much the better for not missing it. Poets 
leave a greater charm than any tnen upon 
places they have rendered famous, because th^ 
sympathize more than any other men with lo- 
calities, and identify themselves with the least 
beauty of art or nature, — a turret, an old tree. 
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The liver Ilissus at Athens is found t6 be a 
sorry brook ; but it runs talking for ever of 
Plato and Sophocles. 

At Parma, I tore my hair mentally, (much 
the pleasantest way,) at not being able to see 
the Correggios. Fiaoenza pleased one ' to b e 
in it, on account of the name. But a list of 
places in Italy is always like a succession of 
muocal chords. Parma, Piacenza, Voghera,- 
Tortona, Felizana,— rounds like these make a 
road-book a music-book. At Asti, a pretty 
place with a *' west-end," full of fine houses, 
I went to look at the Alfieri palace, and tried 
to remember the poet with pleasure: but I 
could not like him. To me, his austerity is 
only real in the unpleasantest part of it. The^ 
nest is affected. The human heart is a tough 
business in his hands; and he thumps and 
turns it about in his short, violent, and pound- 
ing manner, as if it were an iron on a black- 
smith's anvil. He loved liberty like a tyrant, 
and the Pretender's widow like a lord. 

. The first sight of the Po, and the mulberry- 
trees, and meadows, and the Alps, was at once 

classical, and Italian, and northern ; and made 
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US feel that we were taking a great new step 
nearer home. Poirino, a pretty little place, 
with a name full of pear-trees, presented us 
with a sight like a passage in Boccaccio. This 
was a set of Dominican friars with the chief 
at their head, issuing out of two coaches, and 
proceeding along the corridor of the inn to 
dinner, each holding a bottle of wine in his 
hand, with the exception of the abbot, who 
held two. The wine was doubtless their own, 
that lipon the road not being sufficiently or- 
thodox. 

Turin is a noble city, like a set of Regent 
Streets, made twice as talL We found here 
the most military-looking officers we remem- 
ber to have seen, fine, tall, handsome fellows^ 
whom the weather had beaten but not con- 
quered> very gentlemanly, and combining the 
officer and soldier as completely as could be 
wished. They had served under Bonaparte. 
When I saw them, I could understand how 
it was that the threatened Piedmontese revo- 
lution was more dreaded by the legitimates 
than any other movement in Italy. It was 
betrayed by the heir-apparent, who is said to 
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be w different a looking person, as the teader 
might siqppose. .The royal aspect in the Saiv 
dinias is eminent among the raffish of the earth. 
At Turin was the finest dancer I ever saw, 
a girl of the name of De' Martini. M. Lau- 
rent should invite her over. She appeared 
to me to unite the agility of the Fnmob school, 
with all that you would expect from the tta-^ 
iian. Italian dancers are in general as indif^ 
ferent, as the French are celebrated: but the 
French have no mind with their bodies : they 
are busts in barbers' shops, stuck upon l^s 
in a fit. You wonder how any lower extte^ 
mities so lively can leave such an absence of 
all expressi(»i in the upper. Kow De' Mar- 
tini is a dancer all over, and does not omit 
her face. She is a body not merely saltatory, 
as a machine might be, but full of soul. When 
6he came bounding on the stage, in two or three 
long leaps like a fawn, I should have thought 
she was a Frenchwoman, but the style unde^ 
eeived me. She came bounding in front, as if 
she would have pitched herself into the arms 
of the pit; then made a sudden drop, and 
addressed three enthusiastic courtesies to the 
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pit and boxes, with a rapidity and yet a graoe^ 
a flielf-abahdonment yet a self-possession, quite 
extraordinary, and such, as to do justice to it, 
should be described by a poet uniting the 
western ideas of the sex with eastern license. 
Then she is beautiful both in face and figure, 
and I thought was a proper dancer to appear 
before a pit full of those fine fellows I have just 
spoken of. She seemed as complete in her 
way as themselves. In short, I never saw any 
thing like it before ; and did not wonder, that 
she had the reputation of turning the heads of 
dozens wherever she went. 

At Sant-Ambrogio, a little town between 
Turin and Susa, is a proper castle-topped 
mountain a la Radcliffe, the only one we had 
met with. Susa has some remains connected 
with Augustus; but Augustus is nobody, or 
ought to be nobody, to a traveller in modem 
Italy. He, and twenty like him, never gave 
me one sensation, all the time I was there ; and 
even the better part of the Romans it is dif- 
ficult to think of. There is sometliing formal 
and cold about their history, in spite of Virgil 
and Horace, and even in spite of their own 
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violence, which does not harmonize with the 
south. And their poets, even the best of them, 
were copiers of the Greek poets, not originals 
like Dante and Petrarch; So we slept at Susa, 
not thinking of Augustus, but listening to wa^ 
terfalls, and thinking of the Alps. 

Next morning we beheld a sight worth living 
for. We were now aiscending the Alps; and 
while yet in the darkness before the dawn, we 
beheld the sunshine of day basking on the top 
of one of the mountains. We drank it into 
om* souls, and there it is for ever. Dark as 
any hour may be, it seems as if that sight were 
left for us to look up to, and feel a hope. The 
passage of the Alps (thanks to Bonaparte, 
whom a mountaineer, with brightness in his 
eyes, called *^ Napoleone di felice memoria") is 
now as easy as a road in England. You look 
up towards airy galleries, and down upon vU- 
lages that appear like toys, and feel somewhat 
disappointed at rolling over it all so easily. 

The moment we passed the Alps, w^ founc 
ourselves in France. At Lanslebourg, Frend 
was spoken, and amorous groups gesticulate! 
on the papering and curtains. Savoy is a glo 
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rious country, a wonderful intennixture of sa-- 
vage precipices and pastoral meads: but the 
roads are still unevea and bad. The river ran 
and tumbled, as if in a race with our tumbling 
carriage. At one time you are in a road like a 
gigantic rut, deep down in a valley; and at 
another, up in the air, wheeling along a preci- 
pice I know not how many times as high aa 
Saint Paul's. 

At Chamb^ry I could not resist going to 
see the house of Rousseau and Madame de 
Warens, while the coach stopped. It is up a 
beautiful lane, where you have trees all the 
way, sloping fields on either side, and a brook ; 
as fit a scene as could be desired. I met some 
Germans coming away, who congratulated me 
on being bound, as they had been, to the house 
of " Jean Jacques." The house itself is of the 
humbler genteel class, not fitted to conciliate 
Mr. Moore ; but neat and white, with green 
blinds. The little chapel, that cost its mistress 
so much, is still remaining. We proceeded 
through I^yons and Auxerre to Paris. Be- 
yond Lyons, we met on the road the statue of 
Louis XIV. going to that city to overawe it 
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with royal' brass. It was an equestrian statue, 
covered up, guarded with soldiers, and looking 
on that road like ^ome mysterious heap. Don 
Quixote would have attacked it, and not been 
thought mad : so much has romance done for 
us. The natives would infallibly have looked 
quietly on. There was a riot about it at Lyons, 
soon after its arrival. Statues rise and fall; 
but a little on the other side of Lyons our 
postilion exclaimed, " Monte Bianco!" and 
tunuHg round, I beheld, for thet first time, 
Mont Blanc, which had been hidden from us, 
when near it, by a fog. It Jooked like a turret 
in the sky, amber-coloured, golden, belonging 
to the wall of some ethereal world. This, too, 
is in our memories for ever,— an addition to our 
stock,— a light for memory to turn to, when it 
wishes a beam upon its face. 

At Paris we could stop but two days, and I 
had but two thoughts in my head; one of the 
Revolution, the other of the tinies of Moli^re 
and Boileau. Accordingly, I looked about for 
the Sorbonne, and went to see the place where 
the guillotine stood ; where thousands of spirits 
underwent the last pang; many guilty, many 

2 D 2 
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innocent, — ^but all the victims of a re-action 
against tyranny, such as will never let tyranny 
be what it was, unless a convulsion of nature 
should swallow up knowledge, and make the 
world begin over again. These are the thoughts 
that enable us to bear such sights, and that serve 
to secure what we hope for. 

Paris, besides being a beautiful city in the 
quarter that strangers most look to, the Tui- 
leries, Quai de Voltaire, &c., delights the eye 
of a man of letters by its heap of book-stalls. 
There is a want perhaps of old books ; but the 
new are better than the shoal of Missals and 
Lives of the Saints that disappoint the lover 
of duodecimos on the stalls of Italy ; and the 
Rousseaus and Voltaires are endless; edition 
upon edition, in all shapes and sizes, in intel- 
lectual battle-array, not to be put down, and 
attracting armies into desertion. I thought, if 
I were a bachelor, not an Englishman, and had 
no love for old friends and fields, I could live 
very well, for the rest of my life, in a lodging 
above one of the bookseller!s shops on the Quai 
de Voltaire, where I should look over the water 
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•to the Tuileries, and have the Elysian fields in 
my ieye for my evening walk. 

I liked much what little I saw of the French 
people. They are accused of vanity; and 
doubtless they have it, and after a more ob- 
vious fashion than other nations; but their 
vanity at least includes the wish to please; 
other people are necessary to them; they are 
not wrapped up in themselves; not sulky, not 
too vain even to tolerate vanity. Their vanity 
is too much confounded with self-satisfaction 
There is a good deal of touchiness, I suspect, 
among them, — a good deal of ready-made faeat^ 
prepared to fire up in case the little commerce 
of flattery and sweetness is not properly car- 
ried on. But this is better than iU temper, or 
an egotism not to be appeased by anything 
short of subjection. On the- other hand, there 
is more melancholy than one could expect, es- 
pecially in old faces. Consciences in the south 
are frightened in their old age, perhaps for 
nothing. In the north, I take^ it, they are 
frightened earlier, perhaps from equal want of 
knowledge. The worst in France is^ (at least. 
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from all that I saw,) that fine old faces are rare. 
There are multitudes of pretty girls ; but the 
faces of both sexes fall off deplorably as they 
advance in life ; which is not a good symp- 
tom. Nor do the pretty faces, while they last, 
appear to contain much depth, or sentiment, 
or firmness of purpose- They seem made like 
their toys, not to last, but to break up. Fine 
f^ces m Italy are as abundant as cypresses. 
However, in both countries, the inhabitants 
appeared to us naturally amiable, as well as 
intelligent ; and without disparagement to the 
angel faces which you meet with in England, 
and some of which are perhaps even finer than 
any you see elsewhere, I could not help think- 
ing, that as a race of females, the aspects both 
of the French and Italian women annoimced 
more sweetness and reasonableness of inter- 
course, than those of my fair and serious 
countrywomen. A Frenchwoman looked as if 
she wished to please you at any rate, and to 
be pleased herself. She is too conscious ; and 
her coquetry is said, and I believe with truth, 
to promise more than an Englishman would 
Easily find her to perform : but at any rate she 
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thinks of you somehow, and is smiling and 
good-humoured. An Italian woman appears 
to think of nothing, not even herself. Exist- 
ence seems enough for her. But she also is 
easy of intercourse, smiling when you speak 
to her, and very unaffected. Now in sim- 
plicity of character the Italian appears to me to 
have the advantage of the English women, and 

« 

in pleasantness of intercourse both Italian and 
French. When I came to England, after a 
residence of four years abroad, I was shocked 
at the succession of fair sulky faces which I 
met in the streets of London. They all ap- 
peared to come out of unhappy homes. In 
truth, our virtues, or our climate, or whatever 
it is, sit so uneasily upon us, that it is siu'ely 
worth while for our philosophy to inquire 
whether in some points, or some degree of a 
point, we are not a little mistaken. Gypseys 
will hardly allow us to lay it to the climate. 

It was a blessed moment, nevertheless, when 
we found ourselves among those dear sulky 
faces, the countrywomen of dearer ones, not 
sulky. On the 12th of October, we set out 
from Calais in the steam-boat, which carried 
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US rapidly to London, energetically trembling 
all the way under us, as if its burning body 
partook of the fervour of our desire. Here, 
in the neighbourhood of London, we are; and 
may we never be without our old fields again 
in this world, or the old "familiar faces" in this 
world or in the next. 



APPENDIX. 



It was intended to close this edition with some letters 
out of the Morning Chronicle, and '^ an attempt (which 
I had promised in them) to estimate my own charac- 
ter. '^ But I am obliged to break my promise, on find- 
ing my advisers of opinion, that the performance of it, 
instead of doing what I wished, would subject me to a 
suspicion of intending the reverse. I find it difficult 
to persuade myself, that some things which I had said 
in that estimate could be considered as any other than 
extraordinary specimens of a candour far beyond the 
wish to profit by it ; but I am aware of the involuntary 
tricks played by self-love. I can only say, as a proof 
diat I am not sensible of them in the present instance, 
tliat I cannot but feel relieved at not having to lay 
myself thus open to the public. I had thought of 
retaining the ill I had spoken, and leaving out the 
good. But while the egotism of my critics might 
have found an. excess of pretension even in this, oq 
the other hand, it would not have been reasonably 
fair to myself, considering how I am treated. So little 
ceremony is used towards some of my real faults, so 
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many others invented for me, and so violently is the 
defence of Lord Byron taken up by those who have said 
much worse of him in their time than any thing uttered 
by me, that I might perhaps, in common justice, be 
warranted in keeping the rest of my errors to myself, 
as a compensation for what I hare forborne to relate of 
others. 

For reasons, similar though not proportionate to 
those for which the estimate is withheld, it has been 
thought better to retain as little as possible of what I 
have said about myself in the letters ; and in conse- 
quence, the letters themselves are suppressed, such por- 
tions only remaining as comprise all the explanations far 
which I wrote them, and which I here proceed to re- 
peat, as nearly as possible in the same words. 



I. With respect to the partial extracts from the book^ 
that were sent to the newspapers before it was published. 
— These, I need hardly tell the public, were not 
made by myself. If they had been, they would not 
have subjected me to the conclusions which have 
been pretended by some, and appear to have been 
really drawn by others, respecting the spirit of my in-* 
tercourse with Lord Byron. I have been represented 
as a man capable of violating the confidence of friend^ 
ship, and giving an unfavourable portrait of a host who 
had treated me with nothing but kindness. I will ven- 
ture to affirm, that nothing, to a person of my turn 
of mind, could be more impossible. No man holds in 
greater horror than I do the violation of the sub iisdtm 
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trahibus — the sacred enclosure of priyate walls* I have 
not even dared, in my time^ to enjoy the delight I should 
have found at more than one table, purely because I 
knew that it would be impossible for me afterwards^ as 
a public man, to hold any opinion of my host but a 
grateful one. It might be expected that I should de- 
spise an accusation of this sort : but people do not despise 
half as much as is pretended ; and I confess it has vexed 
me, with all its absurdity. One does not like to be 
thought ill of by any body, much less to be subjected to 
the hazard of it in the whole heart of a communityl 
Unluckily, thousands will have read the extracts who 
will not see the book. 

I will put a case in illustration of my position with 
Lord Byron, and show the cruelty of it besidei^ as af- 
fected by his character in particular. Suppose a rich 
merchant invites another merchant out to set up a joint 
concern with him ; and suppose the latter a man with a 
wife and large family, and at the lowest ebb of his for- 
tunes. The rich merchant advances the other two hun- 
dred pounds to bring him out (taking care nevertheless 
to get a bond for it from a friend) ; and after he is ar- 
rived, the loss of the beloved friend who gave this bond 
forces the poor man to accept from the rich one farther 
sums, from time to time, amounting in all to one hun- 
dred more. The joint concern in the meantime goes on, 
but is trifled with by the invitor — ^is even injured by 
him in a variety of ways, is suffered to be calumniated 
and undermined by him with his friends, aiid finally is 
abandoned by him in the course of the year for an ex- 
periment in a remote quarter, and apart from any con- 
sideration of the person invited out. It is true, the rich 
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man declines receiving his part of the profits of the con- 
cern ; but it is only because they turn out to be nothing 
like what he expected; and when he leaves it, and might 
still do it service, and so keep his own proposed work 
alive, he never has another word of communication with 
the person whom he invited out, and whom he had found 
destitute, and left so. 

This is a literal picture of the state of the case be- 
tween Lord Byron and myself; but the worst part of 
the spirit of it remains. 

I had scarcely put up under the same roof with his 
Lordship (and the nature of that occupation of a floor 
in his house is explained in my book, and was very 
different from any thing like entertainment by him as 
his guest) than our " host," if he is so to be called, 
commenced his claims upon our delicacy by writing 
disagreeable letters about us to his friends. When I 
subsequently remonstrated with him on this subject^ 
he answered me that it was his way, and that he had 
'^ Kbelled his friends all round.'' It is true I did 
not know of these letters at the time ; but his libels 
of his friends were very soon manifest: the symptom 
was not encouraging ; and the tempers he thought fit to 
try on me in my poverty, prepared me farther for what I 
had to expect. This was almost in the very first days of 
our intercourse. I had hardly been under the roof with 
him at Pisa, when a very distressing communication from 
England forced me to urge him upon the subject of the 
intended work, and to beg as it were, in charity, the as- 
sistance which he ought to have come forward with in 
pursuance of his own proposal. He thought it sufficient 
to answer, that his friends had already been '^ at him" 
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to persuade him to have uothing to do with the work ; 
and he was wanting enough to his dignity to taunt me 
with making him a party to certain distresses which had 
been communicated to me in thie letter from England, 
Uiough he knew how much they were bound up with my 
own, and had had my confession that I had assisted to 
cause them. This, however, is a matter which it is im- 
possible to enter into, and which does not, of necessity, 
belong to the question. I only allude to it, that I may 
show the melancholy of my position with him from the 
first, and how sure he was to make me feel it. In this 
manner his first contribution to his own work was made 
to appear a sort of forced obligation, though he was de- 
lighted to have the opportunity of printing it; and 
though, in the sanguineness of the moment, and the-uon- 
experience hitherto of what confirmed our forebodings, 
we did our best to entertain a good opinion of him, and 
to make others partake of it. 

Most calamitous was it on every account, that at this 
early juncture of our intercourse, my beloved friend, 
Mr. Shelley, was torn from me. I was thrown, perforce^ 
on Lord Byron for his assistance ; he even ofiered it ; 
and bitter indeed, for the first time in my life, was the 
taste I then had of obligation. The specimen I have 
mentioned in my work will sufiice, and may be repeated. 
My family lived in the most economical Italian manner, 
and tried hard not to force me to apply to him for 
much. In fact, I applied to him for little, and he put 
me under the necessity of asking even for that in drib- 
lets, and for those he sent me every time to his steward. 
My cheek seems to burn against my paper as I write. 
Yes, I have to confess that I have tasted indeed the 
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bitterness of that prophecy of the poet's addressed to 
himself, that he should know '^ how hard it was to as- 
cend the steps of another person for bread.*^ Let the 
exquisite mortification of confessions like these, excuse 
me with the happier and the more industrious — I may 
addy with the healthier and the better taught ; for the 
commonest rules of arithmetic were, by a singular 
chance, omitted in my education. I do not agree with 
the writer, who spoke the other day of the ** degrading 
obligations of private friendship.^^ God forbid I should 
be such a traitor to those whose friendship elevated 
while it assisted me, and whom it is a transport to me, 
whenever I think of it, to have been indebted to. I 
see beyond that. But I am bound to say that I have 
not the less altered my practice in that particular ; and 
not the less do I agree with the eloquent after-saying of 
the same writer, that it is ^^ comely, and sweet, and ex- 
quisite,^ to be able to earn one's own sufficiency. I. 
only think, especially in behalf of those who can enjoy 
leisure as well as business, that it should not be made 
so hard a matter to do so, as it very often is, by the 
systems] of society, and by the consequences they have 
in reserve for us, even before we are born, and in our 
very temperaments as well as fortunes: and I think 
also, that the world would have been losers, in a very 
large way — far beyond what utilitarians suppose, and 
yet on their own ground — if certain men of lively and 
improvident genius, humanists of the most persuasive 
order, had not sometimes left themselves under the ne- 
cessity of being assisted. The headlong sympathies 
that ran in their blood, and that diverted them some- 
times from ordinary duties, have helped to carry us all 
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forwards to 'those great waters of huinanity which are 
now out over the world, and which shall assuredly give 
it a new level and a new life. 

But I did not sit down to these remarks to take up 
the reader's time with theories. I have written even more 
than was necessary for the real purpose of them, which 
was to say that nobody has a right to judge of the spirit 
of my intercourse with Lord Byron from partial extracts 
out of the work in question ; and that I protest against 
any opinion of it whatsoever , unproduced by an ac- 
quaintance with the toork itself. I may put a case 
in the mean time, if I please, and ask the reader what 
he thinks, on the face of it, of my claims on Lord 
Byron as a partner, invited to set up a work with 
him under all the circumstances, and of my right to 
speak as freely to the public of him, as he spoke se- 
cretly and underhand of me. But for a complete view 
of the caise I must refer him (if he chooses to judge the 
matter) to the book itself, and to all the evidences it 
contains, for me or against : for of one thing he may be 
certain — that every jot of it is true. I love truth with 
a passion commensurate to what I think its desirable- 
ness, above all other things, for the security of good to 
the world : and if I did not, I should love it for the 
trouble it saves me in having but one story and one 
answer for all men, and being a slave to nobody. 

I have a word, however, to add, with regard to those 
who have hitherto thought fit to make objections to my 
book, without knowing the whole of it. Some of these, 
I have been told, are really conscientious men, who are 
kind enough to entertain an ill opinion of me with pain ; 
and I can believe that partial extracts might possibly 
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have led them into that opinion. All thdt I complain 
of in this case is, that they did not sufficiently think of 
their conscientiousness, when they expressed the opinion 
without knowing all I had to say. Some of them have 
already become sensible of their mistake, and have 
done me justice. As to other anonymous writers, who 
have attacked me in a different spirit, I concede even 
to them the possibility of their having come to a similar 
conclusion, out of the same partial degree of know- 
ledge. I will at present not stop to inquire how far 
they were led into it by motives of their owm But I 
warn them how, upon a better acquaintance with the 
work, they renew the same kind of attacks; as, in 
that case, I shall be compelled to let the public see, not 
only the whole amount of what I have to object to 
them on my own part, but what their pretended hero 
thought and said of them on his. And this, if they 
insist upon it, it will only be less easy for me to do^ 
than it is to spare them in the mean time. I have 
told nothing but the truth, but I am far from having 
told all the truth — and I never will tell it all. Commoi 
humanity would not let me. But I will not have my 
very forbearance turned against me by those, whose 
sufferings would be tragic to themselves only, and 
comic to all the rest of the world. 

It has been said that I undervalue the genius of Lord 
Byron, and think too highly of myself at the same time. 
I believe, that when I speak seriously, I am in the 
habit of using a tone of decision and confidence, which 
may produce mistakes on that point. It is owing to 
my having some decided opinions, and an e:$alted view 
of what may be done for the world ; and it was the ab- 
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sence of such view& in Lord Byron, and the presence of 
an eternal persiflage and affectation^ that led me to think 
of what was petty instead of great in him, and perhaps 
reaUy made me undervalue his genius. I can only say, 
that I heartily wish his head may have deserved all the 
laurels that were stuck about it; to the concealment of 
his coronet, according to some, who nevertheless can 
never separate the two ideas. My own talents, unfortu- 
nately, (if I may speak of such things), I am not so 
conscious of, as I am of their having fallen far short of 
what I once hoped they would turn out. I have many 
infirmities, and nothing great in me but my sympathy 
with mankind. It is for this only I desire any honour 
I pretend to ; and this, I allow, I cannot shut up, as I 
would an opera hat, and convert it into a piece of 
deference to the circles. 

After all, I had no intention in writing my book but 
to give a true portrait of Lord Byron, as of a human 
being interesting to the times he lived in, and worth 
painting at any time. My spleen came across me, I own, 
as I called him to mind ; but if I had been actuated 
by ordinary motives, I should have done it when I 
filrsf returned to England, and made, as the phrase is, 
'^ money by it :^ which is what I cannot be said to have 
done now. My bookseller had pleased me by advances 
of money ; and it was a series of circumstances connected 
with that liberal treatment, which finally led me to 
make the book what it is. But I have stated this in the 
former preface. I wish in his good nature to others, and 
exceeding notion of mine, Mr. Colburn had not hazarded 
doing me a very painful disservice with my readers, by 
omitting, in its passage through the press, a concluding 
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line or two in my notice of Mr. Theodore Hook. I had 
no wish to say any thing at all of Mr. Hook, and could, 
with pleasure, have omitted the whole notice of him, 
had Mr. Colbum wished it. But after my pleasanter 
recollections of him (as they now stand unqualified in 
the book), it became doubly necessary not to omit the 
drawbacks I had to make on a writer of his outrageous 
description ; and my account of him, instead of ending 
with the two or three words now concluding it, should 
have terminated thus : — '^ That I wished he had stuck 
to his humours and farces for which he had real talent, 
instead of attempting to cut up a great man for the 
bounds, and taking a silver fork and a seat at a great 
table for the refinement that he has missed.^' 

I have only one opinion more to guard against, which 
might be caused by something jn my book itself; to 
wit, the bee which the engraver in his hurry has been 
pleased to thrust upon me, and which might lead people 
to suppose that I am not only capable of calumniating 
my host, but of walking off with his tankard. I have 
no pretensions to handsomeness— my face is rescued 
from insignificance solely by thought; but T must 
really be allowed to say, that there is nothing in it 
which ought to take me to Bow-street.* 



II. With regard to an alleged charge of cowardice 
against Lord Byron, — ^A person for whom I have gieat 

* This en^aving has been altered^ but I have not seen what 
has been done to it. I take this opportunity of saying, that I am 
responnble for none of the other portraits in the book, but those 
of Lord Byron and Mr. Keats. 
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i^espect has sent me a messa^ by a kinsman, informing 
me, that from one of the passages of the extracts be- 
fore mentioned, a conclusian has been drawn by some, 
that I meant to charge Lord Byron with ** cowardice/' 
My informant does not see the passage in the same 
light himself. He does not suppose that I meant it to 
be so construed. But such, he tells me, is the impres* 
man with some ; and he has accordingly recommended 
me to cancel it in the present edition. 

I cannot do that— ^iesirous as I should be of falling 
in with the least intimations of the person in question. 
But I can explain myself on the subject; and feel 
bound to make some observations upon it. The reader, 
if he chooses, can turn to the passage itself at p. 167. 
vol. ii. It will ther^ be seen, if I am not mistaken, 
that whatever may have been my doubts on this matter, 
they applied only to the latter part of Lord Byron^s 
life, and to what' he had made himself by an unwise 
treatment of his constitution ; for effeminacy is, in itself, 
ho disproof of the existence of courage. Csssar himself 
b^gan with being a dandy, and with scratching the top 
of his head with the tip of one of Ms fingers, that he 
might not displace the curls.* But if Caesar had been 
a poet as well as a man of pleasure, and circumstances 
had led him into a sedentary mode of life, it would 
not have been easy to say what the crucifier of the 
pirates wbuld have become, under the united influence 
of pleasure and pain, o{ illness and imagination. In- 
deed^ when I call to mind one thing about Lord Byron, 

* See the picture Cicero gives of him, as he called him to 
mind at that time o>f life ; adding his astonishment, that such a 
person should have subverted the Roman empire. 

2 e2 
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as I write this very passage, and think what even his 
lame foot might have done to injure the '' energetic'' 
person I have described in a former part of my book, I 
am forced to use a very strong word (truth must help 
me out with it) ; but I feel as if I ought to blush for 
not having secreted my doubts on this point. There 
was, at all events, no necessity to mention theni. I 
might fairly have let them remain among other things, 
which I did not think it warrantable to speak of. 
OtherJs may even know him to be a man of courage ; 
and I have. nothing to oppose to their knowledge. Bui 
Lord Byron has. been so treated in all quartersy as a man 
of whom every thing was to be said--gi/ting hinty as it 
Were^ with the privileges of an ancient^ and making the 
least thing in his character, bad or good, a matter of 
dispassionate, or rather passionate curiosity, that a bio* 

. grapher is involuntarily led to speculate more upon him 
than he would upon another person ; and I trust, what- 
ever my spleen may have been sometimes it is not very 
visible in the parages here quoted, and that the reader 
will do me the justice of supposing that the ardour of 
my portrait painting was upon me, more than any other 

feeling. 

After all, my doubt was only a doubt, however 
strongly expressed. I express doubts on the other 
side ; I sum up all by saying that he was a " contra^ 
diction ;" and the instances I put, on either side, apply 
only to physical courage. If I doubt whether circum* 
stances had left him enough of this to hinder him from 
becoming a victim to a state of protracted anxiety, ex- 
asperated by illness, and if I have too good reason to 
know that he wanted moral courage enough to face a 
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part of society upon certain points, I doubt, not, that 
at any time of life, he had quite sufficient to obey the 
calls of his favourite impulses, and to dare any thing 
for their sake, as long a^ he could have been kept in 
action; and this, perhaps, in sedentary and sophisti-» 
cate times like the present, is as much as many men 
would require to be conceded them. Above all, I 
pretend to little more myself; and only to that more, 
as far as endurance is concerned, and inasmuch as the 
circumstances of my life have led me to have greater 
views of what ought to be endured for mankind. With 
regard to physical courage, I lay claim, in some re- 
spects, to less than I have attributed to Lord Byron. 
I have moral courage, and a good deal of it ; but ill- 
health, and other circumstances, have often put it to 
the test. 



III. With regard to a mistake liable to be drawn re-- 
specting Mr, Horace Smt/A.— It has been suggested to 
me, that in the notice respecting Mr, Horace Smith, 
the passage where I speak of that gentleman's difference 
with Mr. Shelley, " on some points," may not be ex- 
plicit enough. Advantage, it is thought, may be taken 
of it by the malignant, to aim a very cruel blow at the 
peace of a great many worthy people. Unfortunately, 
persons who despair of being liked and respected, and 
therefore seek their importance m giving pain, are but 
too apt to insist upon making use of a piece of malig- 
nity, the more they know it to be unfounded ; but in 
the hope that the very different people above mentioned 
may be consoled for these or any other mistakes on the 
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subject in the meanwhile, and cautioning them how 
they suffer themselves to add to the absurdity by the 
magnitude of their alarm, I think it proper to state that 
Mr. Horace Smith differed altogether from Mr. Shelley 
upon points of religion. I wish I had stated this more 
explicitly ; but I live a good deal out of the world, and- 
in calling to mind two men who differed extremely with 
one another, and yet were both of excellent natures, I 
really forgot that, with some men, difference of opinion 
is only a signal for every thing hostile, hypocritical^ 
and vexatious. 

In me convertite ferrum. — It is a monstrous thing, 
in my eyes, to find my friend Mr. Shelley made a 
bug*bear of, to frighten any portion of the fellow-^crea^ 
tures whom be loved ; but allowing, as I do, that he 
differed with many excellent and clever people upon 
points the most important, I can never suffer his name 
to be mentioned without adding to it the enthusiastic 
expression of my regard ; for I know also, that inrhat- 
ever he differed with, he differed with in a spirit as um 
hostile as possible, and out of the best intentions and 
most exalted views. . Any burden of obloquy that may 
be made up out of these sentiments I shall be proud to 
bear ; and I only wish Mr. Smith and his friends could 
have known him as thoroughly asl did, that they might 
see how many reasons I have fm* abiding fast by his 
memory. 
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LETTER TO THE AUTHOR FROM THE REV. MB. 

LE GRICE. 

[The commumcatioii here laid before the reader came 
to hand unfortunately too late to enable me to alter the 
passage complained of. The pleasure — die honour — 
of receiving a letter from ♦* Le Grioe/'— " a Grecian'' 
— (for all my school-days come over me at his name, 
and I still feel like a little boy before him) — was 
turned into great pain, when I saw the mistake I had 
made in speaking of his brot)ier. I acted, I confess, 
on tihe mere recollection of a schoc^report ; one of. the 
millions <^ reports which are every day disseminating 
mistake among the children of this world, young and 
old. As the case stands, and the chance of paining 
the venerable eyes in question still remains (though I 
hope it may be otherwise provided against) I have 
thought it best to print the letter itself. In the 
perusal of it, if those eyes happen to meet with the 
book, the momentary tear occasioned them by an error 
respecting one son, will assuredly be changed into 
balm and pleasure, on seeing the fervour with which 
it is effaced by another. I beg pardon of those whom 
I have thus unwittingly offended ; and can only say 
(what I hope will not give them a less Christian 
opinion of me, than is intended) that in being accus- 
tomed to regard the faults of mankind as the result 
of circumstance, and seeing hopes for them in the 
opinion incompatible with no real good or piety, I 
did not feel that horror in using the word *^ rake'' 
which may reasonably startle an aged mother, or indeed 
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any other person who has grown up in the old system 
of thinking.] 

" Penzance, Feb. 10^ 1828. 
" Dear Sir, 
^^ Excuse my writing on this paper^ in my haste I can 
find no other. Your ^ Recollections^ have just reach- 
ed me. What could have induced you to have ^ven. 
such an account of my dear Brother ? He died, you 
say, a rake, I acquit you of all malignant intention : 
surely your memoranda of " Christ's'' were not lately 
written, but some old memoranda now thrown in to 
fill your book. I hope so: supposing that my bro- 
ther had been a little inconsiderate, what right can you 
have to dig up his frailties from the grave : but it was 
not so : the epithet is most unfounded, A rake ! I 
wish. Sir, you were at my elbow, and. could read a 
packet of his letters written from Jamidca: — ^read his 
first feelings on the scenes in Jamaica : he was awaken- 
ed to most serious thoughts, and meditating a history of 
the internal state of the island, especially of the Maroons. 
If you could see his letters, you would revere instead 
of abusing his memory. How delightfully you speak 
of your Father and Mother. My Mother is still living: 
only suppose this page of your book coming before 
her eyes I Her favourite son " died a rake.'^ Think 
a moment. I will copy a passage from a letter written 
by my brother on his birth-day, 31st August, 1801, 
in Jamaica^ a year before he died; and which I now 
keep to inspire solemn thoughts on my birth-day every 
year : — " I have not received a letter from my Mother 
for a long time, which I have before said has given 
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me great uneasiness: 4it this moment on my knees, I 
pray Almighty God to preserve and bless her and you, 
my dear Brother, my uncle and aunt, and all of you, 
with more peace and happiness than I dare to hope for 
^^\f' Perhaps, and indeed too probably^ 1 am never 
to see you in the enjoyment of it^ &c. &c. Is this the 
language of a rakel Who could have uttered such a 
sentiment ? Even if you had heard such an ill-founded 
report, where could be your taste, your feeling, your 
justice, in giving it to all the world ? You put only 
the initiah of certain persons from motives of delicacy 
and respect, even when giving anecdotes that are not 
to their discredit : why then should you give the name 
of my brother at length, and asperse his character on 
the brink of the grave ! he was affectionate, brave, and 
good. I will say nothing of the want of taste and 
delicacy in your prior account of his school days. I 
think that inconsistent, and as if not written by the 
same heart and hand as wrote those beautiful, glorious 
passagies, your feelings at a wedding, your visit to Aus- 
tin Friars, your holidays at Merton. ** You held your 
Mother's hand tighter.** Your feeling was — Mother, 
how happy we are to be to-day. How sorry will you 
be to think that you have written so of my Brother, 
whose Mother still lives. 

*^ I have hot looked at other parts of your book ; it 
is only just come. Of course I turned first to * Christ's.' ^ 
— -I could wish some part of this better written, but 
I must anxiously, earnestly, demand of your feeling, 
your honour, your integrity, that, in your npxt edi- 
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tion, you wipe off the spot from the tomb of my dear 
Brother. 

I am, 

Your's truly, 

C. V. Le Grics. 

^^ Remember me to Lamb. 

*' I perfectly recollect you and your Father. I can 
see him now in Grammar Cloister waiting for you, 
leaning on the box near the passage to Mathematica 
School." 

In closing Mr. le Grice^s letter, I cannot help again 
expressing my regret at having done his relative this 
injustice. It has been unpleasant enough to me (what- 
ever the reader may think) to say hard things, even of 
those who have given me cause of complaint. A hundred 
times, while writing my book, have I expressed myself 
on that point to my family, in no measured terms ; and 
regretted that I must speak the truth, ** now I was 
about it.'^ But to have repeated, with whatever want 
of thought, a rumour, at once offensive and untrue, and 
of one against whom I had a quarrel, is on every account 
to be regretted ; and accordingly I lament it, and dis- 
like, and bite my pen for chagrin. Should the book 
be immortal enough to come to a third edition, the mis- 
take shall be rectified in its proper place, and a copy be 
sent to Mr. le Grice for the acceptance of his venerable 
parent. 
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Addison, remark on, i« 142. 
Africa, coast of* ii. 940. 
Albaro, Mount of, u 295, ftS9, 

: — , Lord Byron's residence in the Casa Saluzzi, i. 105* 

Ali Pacha, his war against Ibrahim Pacha of Herat, i. 1 84» 

185, 186. 
Allen, Mr., ii. 163, 164. 
Alps, The, first impression, ii. 360, 362, 397 ; vivid descrip^ 

tionof, 401. 
Alsager, Mr. ii. 261, 267* 
America, the United States of, ii. 57; Revolution in th€^ 

Colonies, 58, 59, 60, 81, 84. 
American, Letter from an, i. 230, 23 L 
Anchovies, shoal of, ii. 363. 
Apennines, The, i. 104 ; ii. 392, 393. 
Architecture, Italian, i. 24, 25. 
Ariosto, ii. 99, 396, 
Aristophanes, 6 24. 
Armstrong, Dr., ii. 32. 
Asti, the Alfieri Palace at^ ii. 397. 
Athenieus, ii. 3. 
Atkinson, Mr., i. 283. 
Author, description of a poor, ii. 214, 215. 
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B. 

Bacon, Lord, i. 319, 342 ; ii. 194. 

Badini, editor, ii. 214. 

Bannister, Mr., ii. 219. 

Barbadoes, Island of, ii. 55, 65. 

Barnes, Mr., ii. 127, 261. 

Bartolini, sculptor, i. 213. 

fiasso, Andrea di, quotation from him introduced, i. 222, 

223. 
Bayle, i. 75 ; the Essay on Comets, ii. 347. 
Bell, Mr., publisher, ii. 211, 212, 213, 214. 
Bentham, Mr., i. 161, 303, 319 ; ii. 264. 
Bentinck Chapel, Paddington, ii. 65. 
Betty, Master, ii. 219, 221, 222, 223. 
Beyle, M., i. 58, 120 ; quoted, 195. 
Bible, The, ii. 74. 
Bickley, Sir William, ii. 78. 

Biron, a character in Shakspeare, allusion to, i. 1 79. 
Blackwood, Mr., i. 189, 190, 209. 

's Magazine, i. 92, 189. 

Blossom, H. M. Sloop, i. 234. 

Boat belonging to Byron, i. 14. 

Boccaccio, opinion on, i. 394 ; his village in Italy, ii. 372, 

373. 
Bologna, city of, ii. 394. 
Bonaparte, Napoleon, i. 225; First Consul, ii. 96; interesting 

trait, 97, 358, 362, 401. 
Bonnycastle, Mr., ii. 28, 32 ; personal description, 34. 
Boswell, Mr., i. 245. 
Bourne, Vincent, poet, li. 379. 
Bowles, Rev. Mr., i. 3, 179, 198. 
Brabam, Mr., ii. 14. 

British Museum, the Library of the, ii. 195. 
Brooke, Mr., ii. 175. 



INDEX. 431 

Brougham, Mr. Henry, i. 319. 

Brown, Mr., i. 81, 427 ; ii, 374, 388. 

Brunette, Italian, i. £8, 73. 

Brydges, Sir Egerton, his Letters on the Poetical Genius of 
Byron, i. 160. 

Bums, sociality of the poet, i. 153. 

Burr, Col. i. 238. 

Byron, Lord, enacting the part of Leander,.i. 1 ; his visit to 
Mr. L. Hunt in prison, 2 ; his petulance, 3 ; first civilities 
to Mr. Hunt, 4 ; appearance in the House of Lords, ib. ; 
management of JDrury Lane Theatre, 5 ; his personal ap- 
pearance, 6 ; disconcerted by Lady Byron, 7 ; his candour, 
8 ; disposition to make confidants, 9 ; marriage, ib. ; his 
love of his daughter, 12, 192 ; his altered mien at Leghorn, 
15 ; extraordinary adventures in his dwelling at Monte 
Nero, 15 ; his coolness, 17; causes of his quitting Italy, 
19 ; domestic arrangements at Pisa, 2S ; his conduct to 
the Author, 31, 34; history of his intimacy with the Coun- 
tess Ouiccioli, 39 ; his sentiments, 40, 41 ; his light con 
versation, 41, 74 ; character of his poetic heroines, 43 ; 
bon-mots respecting Byron, 45, 46; behaviour to the 
Author's sons, 47> 48 ; reciprocal opinions of Byron and 
Gifford, 52 ; Lord Byron's opinion of Mr. Murray, 53 ; 
pride of birth, 58 ; his vanity as a man of letters, 59 ; 
mode of living at Pisa, 63 ; attachments, 69 ; his conversa- 
tion, 71; his horsemanship, 72, 164; favourite authors, 75\ 
is averse to the reputation of plagiarism, 7^ » his pleasure 
in Montaigne, Franklin, and Walter Scotts works, 7S^ 
79 ; his friends, 82 ; his interest in The Liberal, 85 ; 
Vision of Judgment y 89, 91, 94 ; proceeds from Pisa to 
Genoa, 99, 105; his contributions to The Liberal^ 106; 
conversations at Albaro, 111, 116, 119, 121 ; his imitation 
of Indedon, 117; admiration of Napoleon, 125; opinin- 
on M)isic and Painting, 126, 127; identity of Don Juan, 
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IftOf 130; Byron's fondness for superiority, 131, 132; 
avaricious, and not generous^ 130, 133, 134, 136 ; present 
or loan to the Greeks, 138 ; affection for his sister, 139 ; 
temper and conversation, 140 ; superstition, anecdote as 
to St. James's Street, 144, 145; perversity, 147, 158 ; his 
parents described, 149 ; his face and style of beauty, 150, 
156; lameness, 151 ; limited powers of conversation, 154, 
155 ; voyage to Sicily a fable, 157, 159; his peculiarities 
of enunciation, 158, 178 ; publications respecting him, 
159, 160, 164, 168 ; question as to the suppression of His 
Memoirs f discussed, 175; anecdote, 187; report of his 
learning, 196 ; asserted adventures, 200 ; inventions re- 
specting him, 203, 211; his dislike to England, 213, 214; 
his defence of his Cain, 216 ; of his sense of religion, 220 ; 
literary correspondence, 249 — 278 ; literiury anecdote, 438 ; 
opinion upon language, ii. 18. 
Byron, Lady, in search of her Lord, i. 6 ; their separation, 7 ; 
her letter to him, 8 ; considerations on their union, 8 ; in- 
teresting anecdotes, 187, 192: epigram addressed to her 
by Lord Byron, 201, 202. 

Cain, a tragedy, i. 216. 

Calcott, Dr., ii. 115« 

Calumnies upon celebrated English writers, i. 421, 422. 

Campbell, Mr., poet, i. 198, 227 ; personal description, ii. 4, 

6, 10> 11. 
Canning, Mr., i. 246. 
Canova, i. 213. 

Casdereagh, Lord, epigrams on, i. 90, 113. 
Carleton, Hon. Mr., ii. 151. 
Cave, gaoler, ii. 248, 249, 251, 267. 
Cenct, The, i. 343, 367, 368. 
Cervantes, ii. 343. 
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Chamberry, visit to, ii. 402. 

Chandofl, Duke of, and family, ii. 67. 

Chapman, Dr. ii. 117 ; his lancet, 118. 

——-8 Homer, i. 410, 411. 

Chapter Coffee-House, its Literati, i. 181. 

Chaucer, quotation from, i. 66. 

Chaworth, Miss, i. 180. 

Christ Hospital: account of it, ii. 123 — 181; its most 
celebrated Scholars, 126; its history, 128; general de- 
scription, 129. . 

Cid, The, dramas of which he is the hero, ii. 209, 210. 

Clare, Earl of, i. 140. 

Clarke, Mr., i. 409. 

Cobbett, Mr. William, i. 236 ; ii. 232. 

Coleridge, Mr., i. 413, 229 ; portrait of the poet, ii. 46, 47f 
48 ; his conversation, 52 ; Lord Byron's opinion of his 
talent, 53 ; Mr. Coleridge's tastes and habits, 53, 54-rl27, 
163, 164, 325, 345. 

Colman, Mr., ii. 226, 229. 

« 

Condorcet, M., i. 320 ; ii. 282. 

Confirmation in St. Paul's, ii. 114. 

Cooling, Mrs., ii. 63. 

Copyrights, sale of certain poems by Lord Byron, i. 291. 

Corsair f TAe, i. 255. 

Corsica, Island of, i. 333. 

Cortez, portrait by Titian of, i. 411, 412. 

Cotton, ii. 7. 

Cowper, designs in illustration of his poems, ii. 30^ 31. 

Crabbe, Mr., ii. 18. 

Criticism on the poetical genius of P. B. Shelley, i. 294. 

Curtis, residence of Sir W., ii. 283. 

Dallas's Recollections, i. 160, 161, 162, 163, 290. 
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Dante, i. 224, 394 ; ii. 337, 338. 

DayrelL Mrs. Elizabeth, ii. ^6, 73. 

——, Miss Frances, ii. 107, 119, 122, 123. 

Davies, Mr., Scrope, i. 7. 

Dawkins, Mr., i. 334. 

Decameron, II ii. 372. 

DeliUe, Abb6, ii. 6, 7. 

Dempster, Capt. R. N., ii. 85. 

Despard, Col., ii. 246. 

Dibdin, Mr. Thomas, ii. 229. 

Digby, Sir Kenelm, i. 358. 

Dignum, Mr., ii. 10. 

Dillon, Lord, ii. 376, 377. 

Dodd, Mr., i. 204, 207. 209. 

Domestics of Lord Byron in Italy described, i. 118, 119. 

Doria, Andrew, DogCj i. 239. 

Drama, the Modem, ii. 224, 225. 

Dryden, ii. 48, 49, 208. 

Dubois, Mr., ii. 1, 2, 4. 

Dyer, Mr., ii. 126. • 

E. 

Eachard, Mr., ii. 2. 

Earl of Effingham, frigate, ii. 85, 86. 

Edgecumbe, Mount, ii. 316, 317. 

Editors of newspapers, ii. 216, 218. 

EUenborough, Lord, Chief Justice, ii. 235, 238, 239. 

EUiston, Mr., ii. 209. 

EngleBeld, Sir Henry, i. 276. 

Englishmen, their character in Italy, i. 102. 

Examiner, The, i. 13, 49, 50» 94, 322, 400 ; ii. 231, 260, 264.' 

F. 

Farewell, The, by Lord Byron, i. 11, 190. 



IN0£X. 435 

Favell, Mr., iL 157, 161, 16d. 

Faust, Goethe's, i. 369, 370. 

Feast of the Poets, The, i. 2. 

Fenelon, ii. 19. 

Field, Rev. Mr., ii. 147. 

— , Miss, ii. 147. 

Fielding, Henry, ii. 36 ; his happy disposition, 70, 343. 

Fiesole, ii. 373, 374. 

Fitzgerald, Mr., ii. IS. 

Fletcher, valet of Lord Byron, i. 16, 21 ; his adventures, 22 ; 
his narrative, 192. 

Florence, arrival at, ii. 369 ; description, 370 ; English resi- 
dents in, 385. 

France, observations upon, ii. 402. 

Francis, Sir PhiVp, ii. 2. 

Franklin, Dr. Benjamin, ii. 80, 82^ 83 ; attempt to delineate 
his character, ii. 185 — 189. 

French Revolution, influence of the, ii. 181. 

Frere, Mr. Hookham, ii. 210. 

Fuseli, Mr. R. A. his extravagance of genius, ii. 29 ; his de- 
signs for Shakspeare, 30 ; his diction and argumentation, 
33, 34. 

G. 

Gamba, Count, i. 15, 20, 36, 37» 38, 195. 

, Count Pietro, wounded by a domestic, i. 15, 19, 37, 
38 ; Last Days of Byron, 160, 161, 195. 
Garden, attractions of an Italian, i. 65, 66, 
Garrick, David, il. 17. 

Garrow, Baron, ii. 239 ; his mansion near Ramsgate, 283. 
Gajfpoetf ii. 4. 
George, III. ii. 69, 90, 91. 
Geneva, Lake of, i. 327. 

Genoa, visit to, i. 99 ; residence in the Casa Negroto at 

2p2 
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Albaro, 104—235, 239, 240, 330; the Gity described 

from the Gulf of Genoa, ii. 364. 
Gentle Shepherd^ The, ii. 5. 
German Drama, The, i. 218. 
Gertrude of Wyoming^ ii. 4, 7. 
Gianetti, Luigi, i. 39. 
Gibbon, historian, i. 75, IQ^ 301, 3:20. 
Gibbs, Sir Vicary, ii. 239. 
Gibraltar, fortress of, ii. 399, 340. 
Gifford, Mr., i. 49, 51, 52, 81, 416. 
Glenbervie, Lord, i. 229. 
Godwin, Mr., i. 315, 322, 410 ; ii. 28. 
Goethe, i. 90 ; his correspondence with Byron, 153 ; his 

works, 216, 218, 221 ; his Faust, 369—379. 
Goldsmith, Oliver, his Citizen of the World,\ 189. 
Gournay, Mademoiselle de, i. 320. 
Gowfer, Lord Leveson, i. 3G9. 
Grainger, Mr., i. 287. 
Grainpus, description of the, ii.- 35 8, 362. 
Granada, ii. 344. 

Grand Signior, observation made by the, i. 157. 
Greece, Lord Byron's voyage to, i. 99 ; the insurrection, 183, 

186. 
Grose, Mr. Justice, ii. 239. 
Guiccioli, 11 Cavaliere, i. 15, 35, 195. 
— — , Countess, her residence with the noble poet, i, 15 ; 

her agitation, 15, 19 ; her conduct, 35, SQ ; her jealousy, 

40, 74 ; anecdote relative to the motto Crede Byron^ 58 ; 

description of this lady, 66, her grace and beauty, 66, ia7 ; 

heY style, 67 ; her portrait by Mr. West, 68, 102 ; her 

disinterested love, 137; erroneous statement, 193 ; verses 

read to her, 222. 

H. 

Hazlitt, Mr., i. 49, 72, 92, 98, 99, 108, 109, 125, 199, 410, 
413; ii. 21,47,49, 260. 
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Hampden, John, j>a^ri<^^,i. 367. 

Haydon, Mr. i. 417. 

Hebrew Melodies, i. 187. 

Hecla, Mount, ii. 284. 

Helmets, Lord Byron's, i. 119. 

Hieres Islands, ii. d57. 

Highgate, the Grove at, ii. 52, 58. 

Hine, Mr., ii. 319. 

Hobhouse, Mr., 7, 81, 92, 98, 94, l7l, 188, 198. 

— — , Sir Benjamin, i. 93. 

Holland, Lord, i. 7 ; his life of Guillen de Castro, the Cid, ii. 
209. 

Hohnan, Mr., ii. 14. 

Homer, Pope's, ii. 99. 

Hook, Mr. Theodore, ii. 8, 9, 1 1, 15. 

Hume, David, i. 320. 

Hunt, Mr. Leigh, his acquaintance sought by Lord Byron^ 
i. 2 ; he receives Byron at Paddington, 5 ; his illness, 13, 
invitation to go to Italy, ib. ; arrival at Leghorn, 14 ; he 
beholds the Countess Guiccioli, 15 ; resides at Pisa with 
Lord Byron, 23 ; remittance made to him, 25 ; his feelings 
at the death of Shelley, 30 ; Byron's offers of friendship, 
ib. ; pecuniary advances, 31 ; estimate of the author by 
Mr. Murray, 53, 54 ; his dedication of a book to Lord 
Byron, 54 ; he explains the enticements to his intercourse 
with Lord Byron, 55, bQ\ sobriquet of Leontius, 63, 64 ; 

' habits of conversation, 70 ; births 84 ; he edits The Liberal^ 
89, 92, 97 ; voyage to Genoa, 102, 104 ; his verses, 106 ; 
his melancholy at Albaro, 106, 110; his society with By- 
ron, and anecdotes, 110, 118, 119, 125, 141 ; answer to 
Captain Medwin's Recollections, 167, 168^ 170; answer to 
the Life and Times y 203, 209 ; the author's acquaintance 
with Mr. P. B. Shelley, 325 ; arrival at Leghorn, S2S ; 
recollections of the author's life, ii. 55 ; family portraits, 
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55 ; his father^ 57 et seq, he describes his brothers, 71 ; 
early recollections, 68, 73 ; visits to Mr. West, 97> 100 ; 
Mr. Thornton's house, 106 ; his aunt*s family, 107 ; wit- 
nesses his brother's marriage, 108 ; school reminiscences, 
109, 113, 115, 116 ; he describes his maiden aunt, 110, 
111; schoolboy's adventure, 116; costume of Christ 
Hospital, 116; he gives the secrets of Christ Hospital 
School, 129, 152, 154, 162 ; prejudices and partialities re- 
specting different authors, 166, 167 ; juvenile verses, 170, 
171; his favourite English poets, 169, 174, 175; he is 
scalded at the school, 177; quits Christ Hospital, 180, 
181 ; reputation as a youthful author, 182 ; his answer to 
an invitation to Philadelphia, 184 ; his first prose writings^ 
198 ; dramatic compositions, 208, 209 ; he writes for The 
NewSf 216 ; dramatic criticism, 229 ; he establishes The Ex- 
aminer, 231 ; sentence of imprisonment, 234, 235, 240 ; ill 
health, 238, 268 ; his habits in prison, and the occurrences 
therein, 240—270 ; arrival and reception, 241, 243, 247, 
250 ; apattment in the prison, 251,253, 255 ; he is joined 
by his family, 253, and visited by friends, 260, 261, 264 
his children enumerated, 258 ; birth of a daughter, 259 
he quits the prison, 267, 270 ; sensations of freedom, 269 
he writes the Indicator, 270 ; Mr. Hunt's visit to Italy, 
272 ; sea*voyage advised by P. B. Shelley, 272 ; embarka- 
tion, 273, 275 ; the cabin, 277 ; Deal pilot, 280 ; Rams- 
gate harbour, 281 ; the author sails from Ramsgate, 284 ; 
the captain, 287 ; the crew, 288—293 ; old stories, 300, 
301 ; Lizard Point, 303 ; danger, 307 ; delay at Dart- 
mouth, 308 — 315 ; description of Plymouth, 315 ; silver 
cup, 318, 320 ; voyage of the author resumed* 321 ; his 
description of a voyage from London to Genoa, ii. 322 — 
364 ; description of a storm in sailing to Leghorn, S67 ; 
his walks in Italy, 374 ; the alloy of sickness, 385 ; he 
quits Florence, 387 ; his letter descriptive of a return to 
England, 387. 
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Hunt, Mrs., i. S, IS, 26, 44'; her retorts upon Byron, 45, 
46 ; ii. 346, 366. 
' , Rev. Mr.y grandfather of the author, li. 56. 

, Rev. M' ., the author's father, ii. d7 ; adventure, 58, 

60 ; character of, 62 ; his sermons and oratory, 66 ; pe« 
caniary difficulties, ib. ; tutorship, and prospects of a 
bishoprick, 68 ; his pension as a loyalist, 69 ; his anec- 
dotes, 76 ; he takes Mr. Leigh Hunt from school, 181 ; he 
publishes his son's verses, ib« 

f Mrs., the author's mother, ii. 57, 61, 73; her deatli. 



74 ; memoir of her family, 77 ; her portrait, 8^, 84 ; her 
courage at sea, 85, 86 ; her last illness, 92. 

., Mr. John, ii. 71, 216, 23.1, 234, 259. 
Mr. Robert, ii. 71, 92, 101. 

-, Mr. Stephen, ii. 7ly 79, 80. 

-, Mr. Henry, of Bristol, ii. 232. 



Hunter, Mr., ii. 28. 
Hymn to Mercury^ i. 368. 
Hyperion^ i« 227. 



Incledon, Mr., ii. 14, 229. 

Indicator, The, by Mr. L. Hunt, ii. 270, 271. 

Irving, Rev. Edward, ii. 51. 

Italian footman exasperated, i. 16, 18. 

Italians indulgent to foreigners not speaking the language 

correctly, i. 38, 39, 66. 
Italy, definition of, i. 101. 
Ives, Mr. gaoler, ii. 241, 244, 245. 
Jackson, Mr., i. 1. 
James, , domestic of Benjamin West, painted in his 

scriptural works, ii. 101. 
Joannina, city of, i. 184, 185. 
Job, Book of, i. 369, 370. 
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John Bully They i. 92. 

Johnson^ Dr. Samuel, allusions to, i. Ill, 142, 243, 416. 
— — , Mr., ii. 28. 
Jones, Sir William, ii. 191. 
Jordan, Mrs., ii. 219. 

Juan, Don, -habits of the noble author of, i. 64. 75 ; history 
of this poem, 128, 129, 130, 228, 358. 

K 

Kauffman, Angelica, ii. 99. 

Kean, Mr., ii. 223. 

Kearsley, Dr., ii. 59, 60. 

Keats, Mr. i. 133, 227, 333, 340, 341 ; memoir of, 407 ; 
sonnet of Mr. Keats cited, 411 ; his poems, 413, 415, 
427; vein of poetry, 418, 419 ; his conversation with the 
author, 425 ; citations from his works, 428, 432 ; mortal 
malady, 439 ; place of sepulture, 442. 

Keats', Mr., Letters to Mr. Leigh Hunt, i. 444, 449. 

Kemble, Mr. J. P., ii. 14, 219 ; judicious opinion on, 223, 
224. 

King, Dr., ii. 2. 

Kinnaird, Mr., ii* 28 ; his magistracy, 36 ; his death by 
dropsy, S7, 38. 

Kirkup, Mr., ii. 376, 388. 

Kubla Khany poem, ii. 53. 



La Fontaine, German writer, i. 308. 

Lalla Roohky i. 95, 97, 98. 

Lamb, Mr. Charles, i. 142, 413, 417, 427 ; ii. 21 ; his por- 
trait delineated, 37, 40 ; his wit, 41 ; anecdotes, 43 ; lite- 
rary productions, 43, 44, 51—127, 163, l64, 179, 256, 261. 

Lamioy by Mr. Keats, i. 333. 

Landor, Mr. and family, i. 105; ii. 376, 377, 379. 
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Landor, Mrs., ii. 381. 

Landscape, genuine English, ii. 384. 

Lanfranchi, the Casa/ tenanted at Pisa by Lord Byron, i. 

ftS; built by Michael Angelo, 24, 212. ' 
Lanslebourg, ii. 401. 
Lara, by Lord Byron, i. 208. 
Lega, major-domo of Lord Byron, i. 197. 
Leghorn, harbour and vicinity of, i. 14 ; the town described, 

22 ; 206, 328, 330, 331, 333, 335, 336. 
Le Grice, Rev. Mr., ii. 163, 165. 

, Mr.,ii. 126, 160, 161, 163. 

Leigh, Mr. M. P., ii. 67. 
, Mr. Chandos, ii. 67. 



-, Mrs., her sentiments as to her brother, i. 139, 140. 



Leontius, origin of this appellative of the author, i. 6S, 

Lericiy i. 99, 100 ; earthquake at, 101 ; 328, 330, 332. 

Liberal, The, Magazine, i. 72, 79,80, 85, 87, 90, 91, 105, 
228, 

Life and Genius, The, of Lord Bi/ron, by Sir Cosmo Gordon, 
i. 160. 

Life and Times, The, some account of that publication, i. 159 ; 
its wonderful title-page, 172, 173 ; its information dis- 
cussed, 178, 183, 192, 193, 203, 238. 

Lightning of the Mediterranean and Italy, i. 102, 329 ; 
frightful storm, ii. 367. 

Literary Gazette, The, i, 201. 

Literary Examiner, The, ii. 381. 

Liston, Mr., ii. 12, 13. 

Lloyd, Mr., i. 395. 

Llwyd, Mr., ii. 195. 

Longman, Mr., i. 93. 

Louis XIV., statue of, ii. 402. 

Love, criticism on, i. 180, 181. 

Lowth, Bishop, ii. 61, 62. 
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LyoDS^ city of, ii. 402. 
Lytdeton, Lord, ii. 316* 

M 

MaianOy village neas Florence, ii. 371, 382,. 388. 

Malaga, ii. 343. 

Macdonald, Mr., ii. 151, 152. 

Magasine, The New Monthly ^ ii. 211. 

Manners, Italian, i. !S8, 35, 37, 103. 

, comparison of, ii. 405, 407. 

Marini, the poet, i. 103. 

Marlow, town of, i. 316, 324. 

Marriages of convenience, i. 9. 

Martini, De, dancer, ii. 399. 

Mathews, Mr., i. 117; in character, ii. 11, 12, 14, 17. 

Maurice, Rev. Mr., portrait of, ii. 190—195. 

Merton, village of, ii. 113. 

Medina Sidonia, Duke de, ii. 317. 

Mediterranean, The, ii. 340, 343, 346. 

Medwin, Captain, Conversations by, i. 160, 164, 166, 168, 

339. 
Michael Angelo Buonarotti, i. 390, 394; ii. 373. 
Migliarino, tower of, i. 334. 
Millfield Lane, near Highgate, i. 413. 
Milton, Paradise Lost, i. 216, 217, 255 ; remarks upon 

the poet, 431, 432— ii. 174, 175, 176, 200, 212, 337, 373, 

379. 
Modena, arrival at, ii. 395. 
Monaco, Prince of, ii. 362. 
Monks and the Giants^ i. 228. 
Montague, Mr. Basil, i. 410. 

, Lady Mary Wortley, i. 181, 182; ii. 70. 

Montaigne f anecdote, i. 140 ; 320, 345. 
Monte-Nero, near Leghorn, i. 14. 
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Montesquieu, i. £45. 

Moore, Mr. T., i. 2, 85 ; ii. 402 ; his admiration both of rank 
and genius, 60 ; he declines a proposal for a joint stock 
publication from Byron, 80, 81 ; his hostility to TAe 
Liberal^ 92, 94, 97 ; his Lalla Rookh, 98—104 ; his sen- 
sitiveness, 109, 227, 252; his acquaintance with Lord 
Byron, 2, 7, 9, 298 ; visits the author in prison, ii. ft57. 

Moravians, sect of the, i. 288. 

More, Sir Thomas, i. 845, 850. 

Morning Post^ The, i. ^55. 

Morton, Mr., dramatic writer^ ii. 226. 

m 

Munden, Mr., ii» 14, 805. 

Murray, Mr., i. 48, 49, 51, 53, 81, 88, 255, 270, 278. 

Mytilene, Island of, i. 186. 

N 

Nathan, Mr., composer, i. 187* 

Napoleon, Life of, i. 49, 50. 

News, The, published by Mr. JcAkn Hunt, ii. 216, 219, 220, 

221 ; dramatic criticism, 229, 280. 
Newstead Abbey, i. 258. 
Nightingale, Ode to a, by Mr. Keats, i« 485. 
Noel, family name of, i. 125. 

O 

Ocean, poetical descriptions of the, ii. 337, 889. 

Ode to Naples, i. 356, 858. 

0*Keeffe, dramatist, ii. 225, 226. 

Opium, its presumed utility to literati, Ii. 48. 

Orlando Furioso, ii. 851, 35ft. 

Owen, Mr., ii. 197. 

P 
Paine, Thomas, ii. 88. 
Paris, L' Abbe, ii. 117, 121. 
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Paris, visit to, ii. 40d, 404. 
PansinUt poem, by Lord Byron, i. 204, 205, 207. 
Park, Mr. i. 316. 
Pamaso ItaHamt ii. 257* 
Parry's Last Dai/9 of Lord Byron, i. 160, 161. 
Patrick, Miss, ii. 148. 
Pegwell Bay, Ramsgate, ii. 283. 
Peterborough, Lord, ii. 19. 
Phillips, Mr. R. A., his portrait of Byron, i. 6. 
Pie, journey of a Paris, i. 115. 
Pisa, i. 20, 21, 23, 28, 99, 211, 212, 297, 326, 327. 
Pleasures of Hope, ii. 4. 
Po, river, ii. 297. 
Polidori, Dr., i. 188. 
Pompignan, le Franc de, ii. 357. 
Poor Richard's Almanack, ii. 184. 

Pope, Alexander, i. 181, 182 ; controversy regarding the 
poet, 198, 199 ; criticism on his Homer, ii. 99, 100, 207. 
Prince Regent, libel on the, ii. 234, 235, 236. 
Prison Scenes, ii. 257, 264, 265, 267. 
Probationary Odes, ii. 18. 
Provence, coast of, ii. 357. 
Pyc, H. J. Mr. ii. 36. 

Q 

Quarterly Review, The, i. 49, 86, 216. 
Queen Mab, by P. B. Shelley, i. 316. 
Quin, Mr. editor, ii. 198, 199. 

R 

Racine, ii. 6, 7. 

Raine, Dr.ii. 182. 

Ramsay, Alan, ii. 4. 

Ramsgate Harbour, ii. 282 ; town and vicinity, 2S3.' 
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Raphael, i. ^90, 394 ; his own portrait, ii. 45, 355. 

Recollections, DMas% u I60f 161. 

Regent's Park, the, ii. 42. 

Rejected Addresses, i. 245, ii. 18. 

Reynell^ Mr. ii. 71. 

— — , Mrs. ii. .71. 

, Miss Caroline, ii. 71. 
Reynolds, Mr. dramatist, ii. 216, 228, bis Memoirs, 228.. 
, Revolt of Ishmy The, i. 306, 316. 
Ricciardetto, i. 229. 

jRtmtftt, Story of, i. 4, 48, 54, 198; ii. 270. 
Rogexs, Mr. Samuel, i. 7, 227, 255, 265 ; ii. 319. 
Romagnese dialect, i. 66. 
Rossini, i. 127. 
Rothes, Earl of, ii. 258. 
Roasseau, J. J. i. 286, Z50\ ii. 402. 

S. 

Salt, Mr. ii. 139, 140. 

Saluzzi Palace, i. 238, 240. 

Samuel, a negro emancipated by the arriving in England, ii. 

111,112, 113, 119. 
Sandiford, Mr. ii. 139, 140. 
Sandy s*s Ovid, curious anecdote, i. 78. 
Savoy, journey through, ii. 401, 402. 
Schiller, ii. 8. 

Schoolmaster of the Old Leaven, ii. 123, 149, 153. 
School oppressions and fagging, their future effect upon the 

mind, ii. 87. 
Scott, Sir Walter, i. 50, 227, 423, 380 ; ii. 13, 26. 
Sedl^y, Sir Charles, i. 279. 
Sestri, voyage to, i. 102 ; scene at 103. 
Settignano, birth-place of Michael Angelo, ii. 373. 
Severn, Mr. painter, i. 441. 
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Shakspeare, opinions on, i. 71, 125^; remarkable criticMiil and 
defence, i. 430, 255 ; natural descriptions of» ii. 337, 382. 

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, Esq. i. 13, 19 ; visits Ijord Byron at 
Leghorn, 22, St5 ; lost in a storm, 30 ; intimacy . with 
Byron, 57 ; correspondence, [80 ; family and manners, 
83; 88, 90, 93; generosity, 135, 136, 142; opinions, 
155 ; false reports of him, 157 ; funeral rites on the Ita- 
lian coast, 166, 167—187, 227, 228 ; criticism on his vein 
of poetry, 294, 406; personal description, 295, 297, 299, 
301, 304, 307, 308 et seq. he quits Mark>w for Italy, 326 ; 
details of his shipwreck, 329,334, 337; poetical works, 
356, 357 ; he gives and listens to advice, 359, 360; trans- 
lates Goethe*8 Faust, 369, 370; his death deplored by the 
author, 379, 380 ; his correspondence with the author, 
381,385, 389, 393, 402 ; his poems, 341, 386, 400, 401 \ 
he transmits a proposal to Mr. Leigh Hunt to proceed 
to Italy, 403, 449 ; his opinion of Mr. Horace Smith, ii. 
21,22; his unbounded liberality, 262. 

^— — Mrs. her separation from Mr. Shelley, i. 312 ; her 
death, 314, 
■ daughter of Mr. Godwin, i. 315 ; her residence 



in Italy, 104, 396, 399 ; her marriage, 312. 
■ Sir Timothy, i. 93, 301. 



Shenley, Captain, i. 334, 335. 
Sheridan, Dr. ii. 225. . 
, Mr. Thomas, ii. 62, 225. 



., R. B. ii. 225. 



Shewell, Mr. Stephen, ii. 77, 80. 

Ship, hailing a, ii. 349, 350. 

Siddons, Mrs. ii. 17, 223. 

Sky of Italy, brilliant colouring, ii. 354, 355, 363. 

Slater, Mr. ii. 81. 

Smidi, Erasmus, portrait of, ii. 162. 

— — , Mr. Horace, i. 405 ; dialogues with his brother 
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Jamesi 18 ; opinions upon his talent, SO, 21 ; bis liberality, 

22; residence in France, 26; historical romances, 26; 

person and disposition, 27. 
Smith, Mr. James, his imagina^ diafegues, ii« 17, 18. 

, Hev. Sydney, ii. 375. 
Sne%roTe, Lieatenant, i. 204, 206, 207. 
Southey, Mr. Poet Laitreate^ L 133, 214, 215, 226, 241 ; li. 

210, 264. 
Southgate, village of, ii. 67 9 6S. 
Spain, description of its coasts, il 348, S5l. 
Spencer, Mrs. ii. 66. 
Spenser, Edmund, i. 77, 255, 358; ii. 52, 170, 211, 212, 

338. 
Spezia, Bay of, i. 330, 331, 333, 3S6. 
Spy, the Turkish, ii. 103, 104. 
Steevens, Rev. Mr., ii. 158. ■ 
Stewart, Captain, i. 234. 
Stillingfleet, Bishop, ii. 126. 
Stothard, Mr. R. A. ii. 212. 
Sumner, Mr. Holme, ii. 253, 254, 255. 
Sunset, descriptions of, ii. 349, 354, 362. 
Susa, town of, ii. 400, 401. 

Swift, Dean, allusion to his minor writings, i. 42, 142. 
Swinburne, Sir John, ii. 262. 
Switzerland, visit to, i. 135. 

R 

T. 

Thornton, Mr. Godfrey, ii. 92, 93, 105. 

Thornton family, their mansion in Austin Friars, ii. 102. 

AlmeriaT. 102, 103. George T. 104. 
Thomson's Cflu^ie of Indolence, ii. 184; the Seasons, ii. 4. 
Tooke, Mr. Home, ii. 114. 
Topham, Major, ii. 212. 
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Tories, the, i. 86, 93. 

Toulon, ii. 356. 

Townsend, Rev. Mr., ii. 127. 

Traveller f The, written in by Mr. L. Hunt, ii. 198. 

Trelawney, Mr. personal description of, i. 14, 80, 45, 78, 

100, 119; Narrative by him of the shipwreck of Mr. 

Shelley, i. 294, 880, SS5, 887, 860. 
Turin, city of, ii. 898. 
Tuscany, Government of, u 19, 20; ii, 885. 

Grand Duke of, i. 20, 21, 212. 

Grand Duchess of, i, 21, 212. 

■ its landscape, iL 888, 885. 

V. 

Vacca, surgeon of Pisa, i. 26. 

Vado, town of, i. 284. 

Vanbrugh, Sir John, i. 182. 

Venere, Porto, i. 102. 

Venice, i. 826. 

Venus de Medicis, statue, ii. 97. 

Vettura, travelling by, ii. 889. 

Vetturino, a Tuscan, ii. 890, 898. 

Via Reggio, i. 832, 834, 886. 

Vincent, Mr. surgeon, ii. 179. 

Vision of Judgment, The, i. 89, 90. 

Voltaire, opinion upon, ii. 199, 200; his works, 201, 202. 

U. 

Universalists, religious denomination, ii. 75, 89. 

W. 

Wales, Mr. ii. 184. 

Wandle, River, ii. 116. 

fVeekfy Messenger, BelVs, ii. 2 1 1 , 2 1 4 . 



1 



INDEX. 449 

Warens, Madanie de, ii. 402. 

West» Benjamin, Pres. of R. A. ii. 68, 69, 92 ; his gallery, 

94 ; his character, 95 ; his pictures, 97, 98. , 

, Mrs, ii. 66, 98, 100. 

West Indian family, relatives of the author, ii. 107, 109. 

WestminHer Review^ i. l7l. 

White, Mr. James, ii. 127. 

Williams, Captain, i. 29, 328, 830, 8^4, 338, 341. 

Wilson, Mrs. i. 213. 

Wilkinson, Mr. Tate, ii. 16, 17. 

Wieland, ii. 8. 

Winchester, Mr., ii. 75. 

Wolcot, Dr. [Peter Pindar] i. 112. 

Wollstonecroft, Mary, i. 322. 

Wood, Rev. Mr., ii. 178. 

Wordsworth, Mr. i. 5, 50, 109, 132, 221, 227, 256, %Q^, 417, 

430, 432 ; ii. 325. 
Worsley, Sir Richard, ii. Q^. 
Worthington, Mr. ii. 75. 
Yvica, Island of, ii. 348. 



THE END. 
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ERRATA. 

VOL. I. 

Page W>, for " sole object of the rest;* read " sole object of the tet: 

— 115, — " he tasted and dined," read « tasted and died. ' 

— 231, shift the inverted commas from Now to Brother. 
"^ 302, for ChrisOan't read Christian. 

— 319, — - Aristotle read Archimedes. 

VOL. IL . 

Page 4, — •• Frejidunan wfM was," read " Frenchman w»*«" 
-* 89, — «< lonelier," read " lovelier." 

— 116, — « haant," read " taunt." 

— 126, — transtoriters^ read transmitters. 
•^ 148, — manufactory^ read manuftaoiurer. 

— 163, — « Coleridge," read " ColMdge." 

— 202, — «' Leibnitz," read ^' followers of Leibnitz." 

In mentioning the ^number of vessels lost daring his winter-voyage, 
the Author has made a preposterous mistake, arising from ignorance i 

and ill information ; Wt he must leave it to be corrected another tinae, % 

in case opportunity should occnr. * 
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